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[‘‘ WAIT A MINUTE," HERBERT ELLESMEBE SAID, HASTILY, ‘‘ LET ME EXPLAIN! ") 


LETTY’S LOVE STORY. 


Scteteesabiieainel 
CHAPTER IV. 
A NEW BEGINNING. 


_In spite of her troubles Lettice found that 
tide in the train delightfal, 

Hor companion to4d her that his name was 

Habert Ellesmere, and that he lived at a place 
called Tae Grange, some three miles from 
Stanford, 
_ “Ab least,” he said, “I am going to live 
*aere. So far, I have only once been inside 
*oe house, and a gloomy old owl's nest it is! 
I very much doubt whether I shall have the 
sourage to take up my abode in it for more 
‘oan ® week at a time, unless, indeed, I fill it 
with visitors, and that would not do jast at 
present,” 

“Way not?” 

_ “Because the old cousin from whom I 
‘aaerited it has no} been dead very long, and, 
‘ suppose, I owe some sort of respect to her 
memory, though I never saw her,” 





“You never saw her!” Lettice repeated, 
with innocent curiosity, bending forward a 
little as she spoke, 

He shook his head, 

“No. She was a curious woman, and 
lived the life of a recluse for many years. 
She would see no one except a maid, who had 
been with her from childhood; and, I have 
heard, that she always wore a black veil over 
her face, day and night. How true that may 
be I can't tell; but it is a fact that she never 
left the houze from one year's end to another." 

“* How strange!" exclaimed the young girl, 
with no effort to conceal her interest. ‘‘ Was 
she quite —quite right in her head?"’ 

“Oh! yea! I believe so. She managed her 
accounts, and saw that the estate was looked 
after, bat all her communications with her 
agent were made by letter. She was cer- 
tainly not mad, although she must have 
been very eccentric. I have heard that in 
her youth she had a love affair which turned 
out unfortunately, and she was never the 
same afterwards.” 

“ Poor thing! murmured Lettice, softly. 

‘*Yos, it was rather hard on her,” Elles. 





mere said, Then he added, roguishly, ‘‘ Love 
ia not always so cruel to its votaries, you 
know. I often wish I had seen the old lady 
—not that she was so very antique, after 
all!—bat she would not hear of my 

down to The Grange, and even left directions 
that I was not to be allowed to attend her 
funeral, She was buried at midnight, and 
not @ soul except the bearers of the coffia and 
the clergyman were present,"’ 

‘It sounds quite weird,” said the girl, with 
& little shudder. 

“That's jast how it strack me, and that is 
one reason why I dread living at the Grange 
all by myself.” 

“Have you no relatives whom you could 
ask to live with you?” 

‘None. I was an only child, and my 
mother and father are both dead; so I am 
quite alone in the world—bar friends. Aren't 
you sorry for me?” he added, bending to- 
wards her, and looking into her eyes. 

**I don’t know,”’ she returned, trying to 
speak soberly, though she felt the hot blood 
rushing to her cheeks under the inflaence of 
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hie gaze. “ Perbspe, efter +!!, your porition 
does not demand so Much Pity.” 

“Oh ! Mica Rofford” lacebingand sheking 
his head, I don’t believe you are half 60 
warm-hearted as I gave you credit for. Now, 
if you asked me for sympathy, I should give 
it at once, without waiting to inquire whether 
you deserved it or not.” 

‘* Well, I don’s agk you for it; but I ask 
yon for something else—information. Do 
you know some people near Btenford, called 
Aldham?” ‘ 

‘Certainly. They live at The Mount, 
which is within an easy walk of my domicile. 
Ig it there you are bound for?” 

“Yes, I am going as governee to a little 
boy and girl." 

“Really!” his face kindled into very 
evident pleasnre. ‘Then I shall be able to 
see a good deal of you, for I shall make a 
point of coming over ic The Mount pretty 
often. OF course,” he added quickly, seeing 
ber fine brows contract ever so slightly, “1 
shall want to see Reginald Aldham; he and I 
were at Cambridge together,” 

“Who is Reginald Aldham ?” 


“ He is the nephew of the present owner of 


The Mount, Six Wilfred Aldbam, and his’ 
heir. Your popile are bis balf brother and 
sieter. Reginald’s father married twice, and 
Lady Alicia Aldhaniishis widow. Since. her 
bneband’s death she hay resided with Sir 
Wilfred. At the present moment there is 
another inmate of the honsebold, a Miss 
Winter, who iew ward of Sir Wilfred'’s. Now 
wave I given you all the information you 
require 7” 

Lettice smiled assent, and leaned back in 
ber corner reflecting over what she had heard, 
while Ellesmere took the opportunity of notic. 
ing how long and thick were the efky larhes 
that Ivy over the rose velvet of her cheeks. 

He was most unteignedly sorry when at last 
the train pulled up at Stanford station, a 
emall, out of the way place, whose couple of 
porters found very littie to osohpy sheit time 
sllday. Privately the young wsanwished the 
journey had been jast twice'as love ! 

Onteide the station two cOnveyancés were 
in waiting, a tall dog-cart, with*a smart groom 
at the horse’s head, and slow! feve-wheeled 
pony carriage, driven by agrey-Raited servant 
in dark livery. 

Tato the latter of these Eilesmere helped the 
young girl, and as hehanded her the bunch o} 
roses he contrived to whisper. 

“TI shall not say good-bve, but aw revoir, I 
ehall hope to see you again very soon !"" 

Then he took off hie hat and stood smiling 
bareheaded in the sunshine, as the phaeton 
drove away. The rmiie did not disappear 
from his face until he jumped up into his dog- 
cart, and then it was succeeded by a curicus 
gravity of expreseion, 

‘‘What a strange caprice of fate that she 
should be thrown across my path at this 
rioment!'' he said to himsel!,. giving thehorce 
& flick with his whip that made bim start off 
at & sharp #ros. 

Meanwhile Leitioowse trying to'sakeol her- 
eelfinto calniveswas she appronched Aldtam 
Momnt; & jarge' red’ brick house, with a terrace 
running along the front avd two sides of it; 
and lawns dotted: here abd there with the 
ccaniet and sunre of flower’ beds, ‘stretching 
out to park lands beyond, 

Ap she steed in-the ball, a brivbt, amiliny 
housemaid came forward. 

‘* Will you please. come.upsiaira, mise ?, My 
lady raid you were to.be taken to her boadoir 
&3 Orn as you came,” 

T* eyoung girl followed her up the safely 
exepeted stairs, through a .wide gallery whose 
walls were covered with pictures, and into a 
em@l reom, Bang. with déifoste spribtot 
brocade, andfarnished with the most costly 
inxary, Pictures, statuettes, flowers, palms, 
and p#etty nic-nace abqunded on every side, 
and at the window, which opened on to s 
balcony; s small table waedra wn up, on which 
afternoon tea was plaved. 

Before it set: two ladies, both attired’ in 


4} Winter had now fel herself ‘called™ 





pilken tea-gowns, and both breathing of that 
elegance of the great world which Lettic# 
instinotively recognised, but with which she 
had never beforebeen brought into contact. 

The elder of the two was Laily Alicia, and 
at first Lettice stared with amazement, for 
she was 60 small, so ile, so delioately fair, 
end s0 young looking that the girl found it 
Gifficult to believe'the could be the mother of 
children aged respectively five and seven. 

A closer inspection revealed that the lovely 
pink and white complexion was not altogether 
due to nature, that the fair hair piled high on 
the head, might also owe something of its 
brightness to art, and certainly the dark 
laches, effective as they were over the pale 
blue eyes, did not seem quite to maich with 
the delicacy of the skin. 

Bat the fact remained that though disagree- 
able people said Lady Alicia bed paesed 
thictieth birthday, she was uevertheless an 
extremely pretty woman. 

Her companion—a gitl of twenty—ocould 
mot lay claim to so much beanty, but there’ 
wWas-an air of distinction abouts her that war 

striking. 

She had fairly regtlar fexturs®, a clear, 
pale skin, grey eyos, sud 
eyebrows, <A trifle ty she looked, per: 
haps, bata girl upon 


a 


cm ome would sur 


curle, Waa propelled from beBind into the 
room, Where he stdod fcr'a minute gravely 
regarding Miss Rafford, hig finger in his 
mouth. 

‘Cellie pushed me in, I didn’t come in 
myself!” he saunounced at lass. “She 
wanted to see-you, but she didn't like to come 
in, . Oellie’s a naughty girl, Cellie is, bui I'm 
good |" 

“I'm not naughty,” vociferated ancihcy 
small voice at the door, and fired by righteorgs 
indignation, Oellie,in a very dirty pinafcre, 
made her a rance. ‘Whenever I dp 
naughty things ite nurse’s fault. Mother 
sayeso! Why, you sren’t a bit old and ugly, 
are you?” she added, with surprised candour, 
coming nearer and examining her preceptresg 
with frankly approving eyes. ‘' Mother said 
she did hops you would be old and ugly, 
becattse——’’ 





Bah “mothers” reasons wefe not des. 
tined to be known, for at that minute s young 
tian who chanced to be passing slong tiv 
corridor, c#ught sight of the group within, 
ond ptood in the half-opened A 

He.waes handsome fellow of about seven 
oF eight and twenty— dark as an Italian, end 
with something of the picturesqueness of cuo 
about-him, 

He bowed ae his-eyes met those of Lettice. 


back'¢o look a second time: “J hope these obildren are not worrying 
aiatonn ae this: governees- wae: pu;” he said, pleasantly, ‘' Iam sure Lacy 


extremely gracious, Gd not’ strike ber 
to offer her any tea, unfit Mies Winter 
gested it, amd then her eyebrows’ in 
themselves together in-a slight! frown, How- 
ever, she poured ont ihe tex, aud haaded it'to. 
the new comer with smile that wae pretty, 
although just a little bit conventional: 

“TI hope you will like your : 
Rofford,” she enid, 


_ 


sunlight fiashed soros® therm, “They are 
tiresome So then,, I suppose all 
net pub im Mise: Winter. 


She had a cleay, resoiient and a fea} 


vodoe) 
way of speaking, ss if when ete oaid pw 
she meant it. ‘All cbildben are 

occasionally ; but that is huitinanatute?® 

Lady Alivia laughed. 

“ Well, yes. I suppose you are right, bat 
children bave rather too much Bunian’ 
nature!” 

‘Tt isa fauks that the yeserwill aniond,” 
observed Miss-Winter, with ‘a Ainge of satire 
in her yoioe,. “ Don't let us begrudge them 
their innocence—poor little things }—however 
much we may envy it!” 

Again thst little contraction of Lady 
Alicia's blackened brows. Lettive came to 
the conelusion that her employer’s temper 
was less sweet than her smile, and that she 
and Mies Winter did not “hit it off,” qnite 
so perfectly as they might Have done. 

‘Would you be geod enongh to ring the 

bell, Miss Rofford? Thanks, you sitall be 
taken to your own room, and doubtless. you 
will ‘be gled to remove the’diet of trevel,’’ 
. Lettice accepted ber di¢ntieenl with ‘a bow; 
and ‘was conducted’ by ‘the game nest’ houre- 
nivikas before; to a pretty; chintz upholstered 
bedYeonr, wHivk led into the titting-rtem given 
Up te the governtse’’ use. 

She war ghd to be*left alore, ‘and “yet her’ 

very Heart ached with a senve of dtevlation. 

Alicia might be kind, but-ette’ oettetniy 
cowld tiot be’ described ne’ fritnaly, and Miss’ 
om to 
nieite ‘stivances t6 the govertets, Saddetly 
Levies’ fhouptt of Hubert Eilestiere, and 
tliew, strangely enough; the féeling of Toneli- 
— and’ she swilé@? shyly to bere 
self. 
Howhandsome, and ‘manly, and ncbie he 
had Jooked ashe bade ‘her goott‘byse— anit’ how 
tender his‘biae eyes: had’ become, 

A shrill little Jangh interrupted” her ‘mefi- 
tations; them a1 sonfiile at the ‘door, and 


_ 


im would be-very avery if abe krew they 
‘were'outcf the nursery!" 
“Tap that conse she had better not knoy |" 
iditceee eae sirfiling, while Cellie and 
¢ to her shirts, ‘I was anzxicus to 
anskeisoquaintance with my new pupils.” 
“Phen you wont letme relieve you of their 


; Thank you; no!” 


presence?” 
eaning a a ta - 


tiaeity iiey will Moses ante. suieees len 

uz able— 
pty rid of them while you oan!” be 
oid, still lingering—for he wasa young msc 
to whom the eight of a pretty face was 


; gaan while its 
e Raffora' and che 


8 our governess, 
‘walt to'get ridot tt—dhe Weats to est 
nid of yt ‘ pat in Cellie, Tapndent!y, 
nodding hercariy head aveke spoke. 

* Allright, Miss Pers, I'll got’ herejoined, 
laughing. “But I hope Mies Rafford -il! 
teach you townind your manners—there’s a 
very urgent-necessity for it;letme teil you |” 

And then bs bowed agsin and retreated. 

* That's our big brother. Reggie;” observed 
Cellie, when he was esfe ont of hearing. 
*' Be’a come back to the Mount in a bad 
semper, 60 mother says. Mother says he's a 
muvvy scogy. What is a muvvy soogy, Mize 
Rofford?” 

Lettice locked a little embarrassed at the 
queation, and tried to evade it; but Mice 
Collie was far.teo knewing-to be patoff with 
generalities. oak fl ; 

* It’s something bad, I think,” she observed, 
wish sn sir of reflection. “’Canee if is wae 
something good, mother wouldn'é cay it about 
Reggie. Mother don’t like Reggie, and Reggio 
don’t like mother, Ihenad ware teiling ‘Liza 
so}” 

Here Miss Roffort hastily pnt an énd to tho 
donyersation, beidg of opinion thas it wat 
unfhir tO Tisten t0 the gossip of servants aud 
obildren. 

Nevertheléss, if if not’ fake her loxg io 
discover thas there nee antagonists clements 
at work im Al@bamn Montit. She did not ces 
Sir Wiltred anil] theevening aftor her arrive’, 
and then sha ‘Was simmidned fo the drawice- 
‘roour after. dimer. 
|. When -she eriteréd, she fond Lady Alivia 
‘in ‘the pretticvt. of pale, bine aad silver 
costumes, lookifig catelessty over the pages of 
& magazine, by the light of a rose. shaded 
lamp. On the other side -of the room sat 


Miss Winter, and by her side lonzged Oaptain 
Reginsid Aldham, looking, however; slighiy 





fneily'a emall boy, with a*profuarion of fair 


Sir Wiltred, ® tall, perfectly upright man 
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of under forty-five, with iron grey hair, and 

dark syes—a sdidier and a gentleman 
every inch of him—came forward with & 
pourteous bow, and was on the point of saying 
some words of greeting, when he suddenly 
stopped, started’ violently, and grew very 


ale, 

Lady Alicia, who had glanced up carelessly 
trom her book, seemed greatly’ surprised, I 
was rarely, indeed, her brother-in law wae 
raken at a dicadvantage. 

“J beg your pardon!” he said, recovering 
himeelf, and shaking hands with the young 
sith “Let me welcome you to Aldbam 
Mount, Miss Rufford. I hope you will be 
bappy here!" 

« Thank you,” she rejoined, a little uneagily, 
for hiaglances had disooncerted her, and she 
was aware, tdo, that both Captsin Aldbam 
and Miss Winter were watching ber. 

“You have brought your muvio?” raid 
Lady Alicia, interrogatively. ‘Sir Wilfred is 
a devoted musician, and as I don't play, and 
Miss Winter has a cold, I though’ you would 
be good enough to sing for us this evening ?"’ 

The words were gracious enough, but the 
tone in which they were uvteréd was cold and 
imperious. Lady Alicia did not approve of 
having the governess in the drawing-room. It 
was taking her out of her sphere, and might 
lead her to give herself aire. But ij wae a 
whim of Sir Wilfred's, ard even his haughty 
little sister-in-law had to give wey to the 
master of the house. 

Lettice took her place at the piano, aod 
quietly selected one of Gounsa's sungs. Bhe 
vas & littl: embarrassed, when Sir Wilfred 
came #0 her side, and turned over the leaves 
for her, Not so much at the attention, but 
because she had an uncomfortuble-sert'of idea 
that he did it only as a pretext for watching 
ner face, 

Oar heroine sang extremely well; she hada 
fine soprano voice, and a@ finished style of 
vocalisation ; but this evening she did pnt do 
herself justice. She was conscious of sonte- 
thing strangely exciting in the new atmo. 
sphere surrounding her, and, moreover, she 
was quite wellaware that she wae the princi. 
pal object of attention to all four inmates’ of 
the room, For even Mis Winter had ceased 
her desultory conversation with Repineld, in 
order to watch the group atthe pizne, 

“ Thank you,” said Lady Alicia, at last, with 
unusual sharpness, ‘I do not think we necd 
trouble you any more, Miss Rafford.” 

Lettice rose immediately, and gathered her 
music together, glad at the prospect of being 
released, 

_Bat both she and Lady Aliviw reckoned 
literally without their host, for av the young 
girl was on the point of departure, Sir Wilfred 
caid with-an air of quiet command,— 

“Let me take you out on the terrace’for a 
few minutes, Miss Refford. You tave hardly 
‘een Aldham Mount as'yét, and you could nov 
see 1s under more favourable conditions than 
thia moonlight night afforée.”’ 

Lettice hesitated a momentin uncertainty. 
She was so ignorant of what ia expected of 
eovernesses, and so utterly unuted to society, 
‘bat she did not know whether she ougit not 
to refuse this invitation: 

Bat Sir Wilfred’s brijliant @atk eyes were 
‘poa her, and unsonsoiowsly she yielded to 
‘oeir mesmeric suthor#ty, and acopmpanitd 
him through the open French’ window into the 
soft, silver sheen of the moonlight, 





OHAPTER Y, 
A NOCTURNAL ADVENTURE, 


As he watched the:two disappear; Reginald 
Aldham broke into a low langh. ie Bh 

‘Well, upon my word, I had no idea we 
bad such & mature Lothario in* the houses!” 
be exolaimed, atroking his black moustache 
with one white taper finger. “ It’s a clear case 
ot love at firet sight; but I must admis the 
old gentleman has # very fair excuse!’ 


‘‘ Dear me, Reginald, I wish you wouldn’t Hobert Etlesmere, was expected bask yertcy. 
|talk such utter nonsense!” exclaimed Lady day. I have not seen him since his return.’ 
Alicia, with a movement of extreme anney-| Perbaps it was not very wonderful that 
ance. ‘I suppose your unole has a perfect; when Lettice reached her room she should 
right to do what he likes in his own house!” | throw open the window and sit in front of i4, 

* Certainly, dear delle mére. and it isa right | looking across at those faintly-ontlined batile. 
he takes care to exercise! Not that I bliame| ments, upon which the moonbeams fell, 
bim for one moment; only I did not know his | lending them & charm not.all their own. 
elderly heart wae so inflammable | ”’ By-the. bye, the noises in the mansion ciew 

‘* After all, it is not such a very elderly j fainter, the lights were put ont, and gradually 
heart,” put in Miss Winter, quietly. ‘‘ You | silence fell over all. The great clock ia tha 
always forget your uncle is not yet five-and- | stables chimed out the hoar of midnight, aad 
forty!" still Lettice sat on a4 the open casement; bai 

“Do I forget it?” mmttered the young | now her thoughts had wandered away from 
man, sotto voce, and with a curions smile, 'the Mount and its inmates to Maroia—poor, 
“ That's all you know about it, Miss Violet! "’ | pretty Marcia, whom she longed to see with 

nd, indeed, certain bill discounters in au intense, unutierable longing. 
London, to whom:he had applied for loanson} Saddenly and sharply the silence was 
the chance of his inheriting Aldham Mount, j broken. A whisper, faint and yet olear, oame 
had reminded him of the fact with s great deal | up to her from the terrace below. It wan ber 
,to0 much significance to render it likely for it |own name. 
to escape hie: memory, ‘' Lettice—Lattice |" 

“Well, it: he’s not yet forty-five, he’s #0) The girl, who had been leaning her arm oa 
close upon it that you'll aliow he is old! the sill and gazing with wide, unaceing oor 
enoteh td know better,” he said, lightly, | across the dewy lawns, where the flowers were 
aloud. | nodding their drowsy heads in the border, 

“ LT won't even sllow that!” returned Miss' now sprang to her feet, and leaned out, 
Winter, arhiling hergrave, quiet smile. ‘Sir; wondering whether her fancy had played ber 
Wilfred is chivalrous, and he wishes to make some trick, or whether, indeed, the whiepor 
the governess feel at home, thas is the reason ' had been uttered by a human voice. ; 
be is paying her ailittle:extra attention.” i As has been said before, her room faced tiv 

‘‘ Am@ if she were old and faded, zandy-' south, and below wae the terrace, which ran 
aired, and freckled, would the resulé stil! be round the front and two sides of the house. 
‘the same?” querried Reginald. Big stone vases full of flowers, and stained oa 

“Probably }” pedestals divided it from the lawns, and in 

The young man shrugged hie chonlders the shadow cast by one of these vases stoord 
cynically. la slight, girlish figure, clad in some flowing 

** OF course, Vine Pagan. I admit it, bund, black garments. 

I know a little more of human nature than} Aa Lettice leaned forward the figure came 
you do, Misa: Winter, and so you'll forgive me into the pale radiance of the moonligh?, and 
if I can’t entirely agree with your views.” | there it stood, fully revealed, with white arms, 

* Violet is quite right,” putin Lady Alicia, ' from which the drapery had fallen, stresohed 
whe, however, looked slightly disquieted. ont, and the beautiful, agonised face uplifted, 

‘‘ Well, I hope so, I’m sure,” the officer; It was Marcia! 
answered, banteringly. ‘So longas Aldham! A low ory broke from Lettice's lips. She 
Mount. has such » charming mistress as Lady | recognised her in & moment; bus what wonder 
Allitia, and-such-a promising heir az Captain | had brought her here? 

Reginald Aldbam,:it would be the greatest) ‘ Wait!’ she oried, awiftly, I will come 
pity in the world to alter existing arrange-| downto you. I will be with you in a momen, 
ments. For my part, I should strongly objsct | my darling, my darling!” 

to the éntrance of another Lady Aldham, with; She was trembling from head to foot with 
& potential family to follow!” excitement and spprehension, and ouly stayed 

“Reginald!” im @ strong tone of rebnke,! to snatch up & soft, black woollen shawl that 
and with a glance of the blue eyes, not slto-| lay on a chair, and to wind it round her 
gether free front venom, ‘How oan you say shoulders before she descended the stairs, in 
pach things? Yeuare absolutely coarse.” | too much hurry and confusion to think of the 

‘Very sorry.: Apologise. Didn't mean it— difficulties to be surmounted before she could 
carried away by cay féelings!’’ murmured the , get outside. 
young man, boiwcen whom and his step-} Of! course the front door was looked, sod 
mother there was no love lost, ‘“‘Ah!” as; chained, and bolted, and there was no light in 
Lettice, followed by Sir Wilfred, re-entered | the hall save that which came from the moor. 
the room, ‘‘ 0 we have had enough philander- beams, and which filtered in throngh the 
ing in the moonlight—or perhaps we have! stained glass of the maHioned windows. 
remembered thete ia sach a disagreeable! The suits of mail standing like grim, armed 

oa Mrs. Grandy larking at the | men around her, looked grimmer than ever in 
corners, seeking whbm she may devour. I) the dimtwilight, acd once Lettice fancied she 
wonder which of the two suggested the | heard the clank of metal az if one of them had 
adjournment?” | moved. . 

As aimatter of fact, it bad been Lettive, for | Bat afer a rapid glance round, she per- 
she intuitively felt that her absence would be | suaded herself she Lad been mistaken. Her 
commented upon, and although Bir Wilfred | nerves were excited and over-wrought, and i2 
had been courteous and deferential, she had | such a condition it is easy enough to give way 
& suspicion that hisreason for taking her out | to imagination. 
on the terrace wae less a wish for her to see) Palling hard at one of the bolts, she did hor 
the view than a desire to make her talk—to | beat to force it back, but it resisteti her efforte, 
learn who she was, whence she came, and in| and, although she dragged at it with frantio 
fact, all aious Her. | impatience, not an inch would it move, 

She had anewerefl his questions*with a) Then she bethought herself of the morning 
certain amoant of reserve, for she dreaded | room, whose windows opened straight oxi iw 
lest hor siater’s name mighs be brought into the terrace. Mach easier would it be to open 
the discussion—as must almost inevitably be! one of the shutters and get through tite care. 
the case. ment. 

Bat she did not-know Sir Wilfred. Hewas; As it happened the shutters were not closed, 
above all things # gentieman, and directly he; and ali she had to do was to slip the oatcn ct 
observed an uneasiness in her manner he; the window itself. A minute later, and she 
changed the subject—led her to the south | stood on the terrace, looking up and down in 
side of the-house, and pointed out the battle- | search of Marcia. 
mented towers of Ellesmere Grange, which he; Bat Marcia was nowhere to be seer. 
told her waa one of the oldest and most| Nothing save the long shadow of the statue: 
interesting places in the county. and flower baskets broke the smooth, white 

‘* We muat take you over to see'it some day} marble expanae of she terrace, and Lettice pub 














soon,” he sai’. ‘I believe its new owner, ' ber bande to her brow ia a sudden bewilder- 
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ment. Had she been the victim of an hal. 
lacination ? 

At the extremity of the terrace, step: led 
down to a small shrabbery, which, in its turn, 
gave access to a plantation of oaks and 
beeches, that belted in the park, and widened 
out into a wood of some extent, where the 
pheasants were carefally preserved for Sir 
Wilfred. 

Something black moved along the pathway 
between the shrubs. Yes, it was a woman's 
garments; and Lettice, although she was sur- 
prised that Marcia should thas attempt to 
elude her, at once followed, her heart still 
beating in quick, mofil:d throbs of anticipa- 
$ton. 

Not once did the black-robed figure look 
back ; but evidently she was aware she was 
being pursued, for she quickened her pace, 
flitting along swiftly and silently like a shadow, 
until just as Lettice reached the shrubbery, 
ahe disappeared into the plantation beyond. 

Nevertheleaz, the young girl went on, 
although her heart began to sink with a 
Strange fear. Way should her sister wish to 
avoid her now chance had so strangely 
thrown them together ? 

At that janoture some clouds, which had 
been gathering in the sky, floated over the 
moon, and veiled her light. 

Here, in the plantation, under the dense 
@hadow of the leaves, it was quite dark, and 
Lettice came to a pause, leaning againat the 
trunk of a tree, and wondering what was 
the meaning of this mystery. 

Jast thea the stable clock struck one—a 
Single, heavy stroke that vibrated with curious 
€ffect on the still sir. 

Waat was that? A rustling of the leaves. 
A etoat or come other denizen of the woods, 
perhaps ! 

No. Lettice became conscious of a presence 
close beside her—a warm, living, breathing 
presence, ani in the obscurity she made out 
the indistinot outline of something dark, 

Of course, it was Marcia. Marcia come 
back, now that her ficat startled impulse of 
flight had had time to cool. 

“Ob, my darling, my darling!" Letty 


cried, qnivering all over with passionate | 


emotion, and she threw out her arms to enfold 
her sister, and came forward a step, a blind. 
ing mist of tears rising up before her eyes and 
obscuring her vision. 

Other arms enfolded her. A heart beating 
@s tamultuonsly as her own, throbbed againas 
her bosom, warm lips leaned down and pressed 
the neelves on hers in one long, close olingin 
kiss, that brought with it a strange sense o 
raptare, and was followed by blind horror. 

ever had Marcia kissed her like that. 
‘Twose were no woman's arma that held her in 
their embrace. No woman's lips that jast 


for a few heart beata had laid themselves on i 


bers. It was & man—a stranger—and 
Lettice's very soul shrank back with horror, 
as My tore herself away from that oruel 
careés, 





CHAPTER VI. 
IN DISGRACE, 
Lerrice’s first idea was flight; bat ahe had 


hardly gained the ill-defined path leading | 


through the wood before her arm was grasped 
by a firm hand, that held her too tightly for 
any possibility of escape. 

“ Lcose me, les me go!" she cried, franti- 
cally, losing her usual self-contro}, in the 
sense of humiliated degradation that had 
taken possession cf her. 

“Not antil I have obtained your forgiveness, 
or at least expressed my own contrition,” 
said @ voice she knew, and at the same time 
the moon shone ont in all her royal splendour, 
free from clouds, and the young girl saw 
before her no less a person than Habert 
Ellesmere | 


He was in evening dress, an Inverness cape | 


thrown over his eahonldere, and now he atood 
bareheaded in the path, a deep flush of shame 


reddening his cheeks, and his eyes cast down 
with unfeigned penitence. 

** You!” she oried, and it was hard to tell 
which predominated in her tone, scorn or 
relief. In one way it was a relief to know she 
had not been degraded by the touch of a 
stranger, but on the other hand, the sting of 
her humiliation was a thousand fold deeper 
at the thought that is was Ellesmere, who had 
put this slight upon her. 

** Yes,” he said, “itis I. If I never in my 
life kn:w what shame was before, I know it 
now. I must have been mad, but the tempta. 
tion was so great!” He drew a quick, deep 
breath. Sorry and ashamed he might be, but 
even yet his pulses quickened, and his heart 
throbbed violently at the remembrance of the 
utter sweetness of that stolen caress. “I 
don't believe any man in the world could have 
resisted it!” 

‘* And this is your repentance !” 

‘‘ No, it ia my exouse, if, indeed, it ie pos. 
- to urge anything that will extenuate my 
‘auls,”’ 

“It is not!” ehe oried, passionately. ‘' You 
have insulted me, as I could never have 
dreamed any man would fiad it in his heart 
to insult me; you have lowered me in my own 
estimation. If I live to be a hundred years 
old I shall never forget the shame of it!" 

‘Nor I ita delight,” he muttered to himself, 
but said nothing; only stood there with his 
handsome head still bent down, while his 
hand grasped her dress. 

‘You knew it was I?” Lottice demanded, 
a sudden idea striking her. 

‘' You, I kaew it was you.” 

The young girl put both hands up to her 
face, partly to hide the crimson fire of her 
cheeks, and partly to give her time to recover 
some remnant of her lost self-control. 

‘Wait a minute. Lot me explain,” he 
said, hastily. ‘I had walked over from The 
Granze through the woods, jast for the sake 
—shall I confess it ?—of looking upon the roof 
that sheltered you; seeing, perhaps, your 
shadow on the blind. My heart has been fall 
of your image since the moment I bade you 
good-bye at Stanford station. I——” 

Lettice’s hands fell from her face. She 
lifted her head proudly, and her eyes flashed 
like stars, with a haughty challenge that 
might have become an empress. 

** You say this to me here, under these con- 
ditions!” she exclaimed; and it is hard to 
describe how her voice vibrated with passion- 
ate, concentrated scorn. “I have indeed 


gentleman—a man whose sense of ohivalr, 
would impel him to protect a helpless gir 
not insult her! ” 

“T am not insul you!" he retarned, 
with almost equal vehemence, ‘‘No man 
insults a woman by telling her that he loves 
; her. Heaven knows I care too much for you 
#0 cause you one moment’s pain that it would 
be possible to spare you!" 

“ Your words and your actions are strangely 
at variance,” the girl remarked, drawing up 
her atatuesque throat, and standing before 
him, tall and proud, and most lovely in the 
moonlight, like some young embodiment of 
Diana Athene. ‘I tell you, you have taken ' 
advantage of the miserable chance that has 
brought me here, and I will never forgive you! 
Never! never! never!” 

As she spoke she wrenched herself forcibly 
from him, and, before he could do or say 






































been mistaken in you! I imagined you a/g 


had placed him, and whom she told herselt 
she despised ae well as hated. If she conld 
only reach her chamber, and there be free to 
sob out the pent up anguish of her heart | 

This was the thought that panted wildly 
in her breast as she moun the terrace 
steps and approached the window of the 
morning room, by which she intended re. 
entering the house; but even her indignation 
faded before the startled terror with which 
she regarded the window when at length she 
atood in front of it, for it was closed ! 

Yes, closed and fastened on the inner side, 
as she discovered directly she tried to push 
it back. Somehow her absence had been 
diacovered, and now she was locked out. 

Poor Lettice! It seemed as if the mis. 
fortanes of this evenifal night would never 
end. What was she to do? It required 
courage greater than her own at the present 
moment to go to the front door, knock 
loudly enough to awaken some of the servaiits, 
and yet the only other alternative that pre. 
sented itself was to stay out all night, and 
that was equally terrible. 

She wrang her hands in frantic dismay. 
Jags at the very beginning of her career she 
was confronted with difficulties that threatened 
to end in a disgracefal dismissal from A'd. 
ham Monnt, and not through her own fault 
either. 

As she stood there, the very image of 
despair, there came a faint click from the 
window, and it was immediately afterwards 
opened by no less a person than Mies Winter. 

**Come in,” she said, coldly, standing on 
one side, so ag to permit the other girl to enter 
without touching her, a motion poor Letty 
was quick both to observe and resent, although 
she felt it was bardly more than she had a 
right to expect. 

She orept hambly through the casement, 
which Missa Winter, in silence, proceeded to 
fasten, standing on a high chair in order to 
slip an upper bolt into its socket, so as to 
— the ae more eee | oa 

his operation completed, Pp 
lightly down, gathered the white silk folds of 
the dressing-gown she was wearing in one 
hand, and then took up a small, shaded lamp 
which she had placed on a side table, and 
prepared to leave the room. 
a... Lettice caught imploringly at her 

ag. 

“ Miss Winter!” 

The young lady drew a little backward, and 
turned her olear, steady eyes fall on the 
overneas. 

“Yes?” interrogatively, but with an icy 
chill in her voice. 

I feel I owe you some sort of explana- 
tion,” Lsttice began, and then she paused. 1t 
was not, indeed, very easy to continue. 

“‘ Then pray dismisa such an idea from your 
mind. To me you owe no sort of explanation, 
as you hold no sort of responsibility towarda 
me; but with Lady Alicia it is a very different 
thing. Ihave no doubs she would desire to 
know the reason of your wandering about the 


‘grounds after midnight, leaving, too, the 


window open, so that any evil person who 
might be lurking about would be at liberty to 
enter the house and take whatever he migh: 
happen to lay his hands on !"” 

An expression of such surprised alarm came 
on Lettice’s face that even Miss Winter saw 
it must be genuine. 

‘I never thought of that,” she said, blankly. 


| Marcia was forgotten under its inflaence. 
] 


anythiog, she was gliding swiftly through ‘‘I see now how wrong is was of me, and I'm 
the moonbeam - pierced darkness, until she more vexed with myself than I can gay. Bat, 
emerged into the shrabbery, and then she pro- ' indeed, when I left the house, my mind was 20 
ceeded ata still quicker pace, for here there fall of—" she hesitated, and continued rather 
were no obstacles to encounter in the shape of lamely, ‘‘ other matters that I forgot all sb.at 
brambles straying across the path, or en. | the open window!" 
croaching undergrowth. Violet looked a little incredalous. 
Her heart was still beating with angry, ‘I am afraid Lady Alicia would be of 
_ excitement, and for the moment outraged opinion that it was gross negligence on your 
pride blotted out everything else, and even = be forget’ such an important master, 
t en a) 
| Her one idea had been to get awayfrom| Lettice was quite sensible enough to see that 
| Eteamere—Eileamere, who had suddenly she was in the wrong, and that her conduc: 
fallen from the high pedestal on which she laid her open to very serious suspicions, and 
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¢1¢ worst of —_ could not justify her- 
golf with any of openness, as 

“ You intend telling Lady Alicia, then ?” 

‘¢T don’t see how I can do less!" 

Lattice’s pride would not let her make any 
furthe: appeal, so she simply bowed her head 
and left the room, while Violet took up her 
ramp and the book she had come down to 
fetch, and then stood for a moment irresolate. 

‘+ After all," she said to herself, ‘‘ I don’t 
think I will tell Lady Alicia. She is 
venomous little thing, and the governess would 
aartainly get into trouble. No, I will confide 
she diffisalty to Sir Wilfred, and he can do as 
he likes about it!" 

Accordingly, the next morning she got up 
early, and went out into the garden, where 
she knew she was pretty sure to find the 
Baronet, who was the only member of the 
household given to early rising. 

Bhe mot him in the shrabbery, sauntering 
along with his hand behind his back, and his 
eyes fixed on the ground, 

“ How ve you look!" she exolaimed, 
playfally. “Jast like a jadge before he 
»ssumes the terrible black cap. Will you sell 
your thoughts for a penny?” 

The sternnesa of hia face relaxed, and he 
amiled as he raised his hat in greeting. 

“T think not. I have an idea I had better 
keep them to myself.” 

“B-cause I should not get value for my 
money, and you are afraid of my grambling 
at the bad bargain 7?” 

“TI did not say that.” 

“No», bat you inferred it—unlese, indeed, 
you were thinking of a lady!” 

The Baronet’s handsome face flashed, and 
he looked a trifle embarrassed. 

“‘Whatimakes you imagine such a thing?” 

"Oh, it was easy enough!” she laughed. 
‘‘More than that—I can hazard a guess at 
pl ae of the Iady—it was Miss Rat- 
ord.” 

Gis start, and the quick way he put his 
hand to his mouth and pulled at his mous- 
sache, told her the shot was & true one, 
Violet’s face grew a shade less bright, and she 
cropped her arm from his. 

_ “Yea,” he retarned quietly, “I was think. 
iog of her jast at that minute.” 

“You admire her very much?" 

“Admire her? Oh, certainly! I admire 
her, but it is not her beauty that interests 
me, it ig——" 

“ What?” quickly, as he pulled himself up. 

“Why, Violet, what an inquisitive little 
weman you are!” he exclaimed, putting both 
his hands on her shoalders, and bending down 
to-look into her eyes. ‘I had no idea your 
Mother Eve's failing was so strongly de- 
veioped in you.” 

The girl made a swift movement of annoy- 
ance, and in order to change the abject, to 
the Baronet the reason she had sought him. 

He listened attentively, and when she 
finished said, — 

“You have acted very wisely, Violet; but 
there is no object in mentioning this to any- 
one else. Miss Rafford was simply guilty of 
au indiscretion, and I don't suppose it will be 
repeated. Her face is too sweet and pure to 
coaceal any evil.” 

What faith Sir Wilfred had in her! Violet's 
heart grew cold with a strange, dall pain, 
whose origin she did not understand. 

“Of course I have nothing to do with the 
matter now,” she rejoined, in a reserved tone, 
which puzzled him very considerably. 

“By the way,” he said, “how is it you 
don’s let Reginald know you get up early? 
He has no idea how much of your society he 
misses by not making his appearance until 
after the fast bell has rang.” 

She laughed satirically. 

_ ‘' Perhaps Raginald is of opinion that as he 
is likely to have a monopoly of my society in 
fature there is no necessity for him to be 


overburdened with it now.” 

Bir Wilfred looked at her earnestly. 

“Why do you speak in that tone, Violet? 
Have you and Reginald quarrelled ?” 





‘*Quasrrelled? Certainly not." 

‘* Have you ceased to love him?” 

A deep blush swept over the clear pallor of 
Violet's cheek. 

‘“*I don’t think my sentiments towards him 
have altered in the least."’ 

The Baronet sighed uneasily. Evidently 
the position perplexed him. 

‘It has been the dream of my life to see 
you his wife,” he murmured, more to himself 
than to her. 

A strong look of determination came in the 
girl's eyes. 

** Your dream shat! not be disappointed,” 
she retarned, gently bat resolutely. “I am 
=— to marzy Reginald whenever you 
Wi Red 

‘Whenever Roginald wishes, you mean, 
my dear. I had hoped you would have fixed 
your wedding-day ere this. You have been 
engaged nearly two years now, and I never 
had much faith in long engagements. I have 
no children of my own, bat you, Violet, are 
as dear to me as any daughter, and it has 
always been my desire that you should be- 
come Lady Aldham.” 

The young girl started violently, then to 
the Baronet’s immense astonishment, sud- 
denly barat into tears, and hurried away into 
the house, leaving him standing there gazing 
after her retreating figure. 


(To be continued.) 








ALETHEA’S OREAL. 


ee 
OHAPTER XXIX —(continued.) 


Miss Wrowerty was convinced that Lord 
Waldemere knew of the reception of every one 
of these missives. More than once, when 
Richard had pressed a letter into her hand, 
she had looked up and encountered his lord. 
ship's apparently careless gaz3. She compre- 
hended that he muat think the letters from 
Layne himeelf, since he could not know that 
Arthur had been taken from the Castle, and 
her heart grew sick at the thought. 

The day after she had arrived at thia con- 
clusion, she received a visit from Farmer 
Perkin's wife, who informed her that Lord 
Waldemere had visited the hidden cottage 
that morning to learn if Arthur were there, 

Not fiading him, his lordship had remarked 
that he knew him to be still at the Castle, and 
had ridden fariously away. 

Feeling that her boy was safe from any 
harm at the hands of her enemy, Miss 
Wycherly had resigned herself to whatever 
fate might have in store for her, yet resolved 
to do battle with her foe to the very last. 

Bat the first blow was not aimed at her. 

Nearly a week after their betrothal, Lady 
Ellen Haigh stood upon the porch waving a 
gay adieu to her lover as he rode down the 
avenue. She watched him as he passed out 
of the great gates by the lodge, and was about 
to return to the drawing-room, when Lord 
Lord Waldemere approached her. 

Richard had scarcely mentioned his lord- 
ship's name since the occasion upon which he 
had owned to the young widow that he was 
personally connected with the mystery 
surrounding the Marquis, and Lady Ellen's 
interest in Lord Waldemere was consequently 
greater than ever. 

She greeted him cordially, making room 
for him beside her, and addressed to hima 
laughing greeting. 

He returned it with unusual gallantry, and 
said, carelessly,— 

“TI gee you have been admiring the horse. 
manship of Mr. Layne. He isa fice rider!" 

“Yes he is an exsellent horseman,” replied 
Lady Ellen, surprised that the Marqais coald 
praice his avowed enemy, and resolving that 
she would inform Richard of his lerdship's 
generosity. 

** He does everything well,’ observed Lord 





Waldemere, the faintest underourrent of a 
sneer in his voice. ‘‘And he succseds in 
everything he undertakes. He ia a great ladies’ 
man. is Richard !"’ 

‘‘ Perhaps because the ladies admire one who 
does everything well, and who is always 
successfal,”’ said Lady Ellen, wish a pleased 


smile, 

‘That boyish face of his has won him many 
friends. I have sometimes wondered how 
women can prefer one of those fair-haired, 
blae-eyed men, with his mirth and humorous 
sayings. 

Her ladyship did not think it necessary to 
eulogise blonde beauty, seeing that the noble- 
man addressing her was nearly as dark as the 
swarthy Moor, Othello. 

‘“‘His friends are not all feminine,” she 
observed. ‘All the gentlemen here like him, 
and feel the fascination of his manner. He 
is so obliging, so kind, so willing to devote 
himself to the general happiness, as in this 
affair of the tableaux, He has given up two 
favourite parts to others. Bat why should I 
praise Richard Layne to your lordship? Even 
you have felt the charm of his great good- 
nature, for you were once his friend!" 

A shadow black as night awept across Lord 
Waldemere’s face at the allusion, bat it was 
succeeded by a strange smile, as he 
answered -~ 

‘Yes, 1 was once hie friend. Bat I dia- 
covered his baseness—I beg your pardon, Lady 
Ellen—it is enough to say I am now hia 
enemy!” 

“So Richard told me," said the young 
widow, sadly. ‘‘As you begged my — 
just now for speaking ill of Richard, I fancy 
you must have guessed that he is more to me 
than a friend! Years ago, he said, you and he 
were friends—more than brothers. Is there 
not 2 vestize of the old kindly feeling remain- 
ing?" 

‘Not a vestige!" returned the Marqaia, 
with a discordant laugh. ‘'I hate him more 
strongly thaa I ever loved him!"’ 

Lady Ellen shuddered, and said, simply,— 

‘*I do not see how any one can hate Richard 
—particularly if they have ever known and 
loved him. He has the noblest sentiments, 
the kindest heart, and the most unfailing 
good-humour- I do not know the cause of 
your hatred to each other, nor do I desire to 
learn it. Bat I should like to uproot it. I 
will not deny thas your constant gloom has 
awakened my sympathy, and I woald like you 
to have the friendship of eo good and trae a 
man as Richard. And he would be benefited 
equally by association with you !’’ 

Lord Waldemere averted his head in silence, 
and her ladyship, wondering at her own 
audacity, but deeply in earnest continued,— 

**I¢ would give me great happines to restors 
to Richard the friend of his — Way may 
not the blood he shed in the fountain glade 
wipe out whatever of wrong or misunder- 
standing lies between you?" 

“ Nothing could ever wipe out that wrong! ”’ 
said the Marquis, mournfally, yet with a 
certain fierceness. ‘I could forgive and be 
friendly with the highway robber who might 
take my wealth; with the pirate who shoald 
compel me to walk the plank in mid ocean: 
with the assassin who should creep behind me 
to strike out my life—vwith all these I could be 
friendly far sooner than with Richard 
Layne!” 

“ Bat why?” 

‘' Beoause he robbed me of alli held dear 
onearth!” answered the Marquis in a low, con- 
centrated tone: ‘because he wrecked my 
happiness; because he strack out my life 
of life! He was robber, pirate, and assassin 
in one! He found me happy, hopefal, joyous. 
He left me what you see!” 

Lady E'len shrank before the fierce manner 
of hia lordship, and falteringly inquired, — 

“Can there not be some mistake? There 
must be,” she added, energetically. ‘ Richard 
ig not the base man you think him!” 

“He is all, and more! I will not paia your 
ears by a recital of what [have suffered at his 
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hacda, You might rofase te helieve me. I 
should not blame you if you.did! ” 

Richard's. betrothed did, not. defend him aa 
she would have done if another than the 
Marguis-bad.asgailed him, 

Ger pity for his lordship, ber dread of the 
mystery connecting her lover with him, har re- 
mempberance of the old tie that had existed 
between them, frevented: her speaking 
warosly in La;ne's defense, 

Yet her silence was nob felt. io be.acqnic- 
aJenca, 

Her deprecating locks, and the subdaed 
flashing of her eyes,epoke more. plainly what 
she felt than werds-could. bave done, 

‘+ My dear lady Ellen,” said his Jordship,.so 
sincerely that she wae forced tq givekesd, ‘I 
am much older than you—older-in years, and 
far older in.experience. I have dearnedin+the 
naggest manner that.a smiling face does, not 
always indicate a.nchje heart, and that pleas- 
ing, femtures axe: not always.the sign of ex- 
oeNent principles. Yen will pardon the-lesson 
i-wonlda giveto your youth,.on account: of.my 
eEvpenior age.”’ 

“ Bat, my lord, sll bandsome people are 
not bad! Goodness.and ugliness are no more 
ablied osu.gosdnesa and beauty. F ishard’s 
feaigres 1a not perfect, and theo? ; beanty 
be canojlaim is.thatota pleasings; /-natured 
exaression. Ob, I wish you would! « me bring 
you two together !’’ 

“Never in isiendahip!" exclaimed the 
Marqnis, fiercely, 3 sudden remembrance 
raining bim to the heart's core. ‘ He robbed 
me of the only woman I ever loved, and turned 
trom me the heart that was mince! Why he 
didn’t marty her, I.don't know, There was 
ucthing to prevent—zothing !"’ 

Lady Elfenfeli giddy and ill. 

Righayd had assured her that he bad mever 
loved before, and sbs had believed him. 

She was about to question his lordship, 
vSsen, having given his warning, he turned 
on his heel and entered the Castle. 

He had sparcely vanished, when Misg 
Wycherly, osm snd cold as an iceberg, glided 
ont to the porch, and rallied the young widow 
upon her sadness, adding,— 

“Tf Lord Waldemere basa been spesking 
against Richard Lagne, my dear Lady Ellen 
yon need not be troubled by his statements, 
i wascomipg outto you when I fancied I heard 
him saying that Richsrd had loved somepne 
whom hisloriship had Joved. Thastatementis 
fatze. I haye known Richard all his life, and I 
“Poy that be never loved anyone a3,be loves 
youl” 

Lady Elfen was reasenred by this assertion, 
end shook eff her momentary sadness, de- 
claring that she had heen shocked but not 
convinced by the worde of Lord Waldemere. 





CHAPTER XXX. 


T am alone; and yet 
In the still solitude there is a rash 
Around me, as were met 
A crowd of wiewless wings. 
G. W Bethune. 
To go in dreariness of mood, 
O’er a lone heath, that spreads around, 
A solitude like a silent sea, 
Where rises not a hut-ortree 
The wide-embraeing sky its bound! 


Oh t beautiful those wastes of heath, 
Stretching for miles to lure the bee; 
Where the wild bird on pinions strong 
Wheels round and pours its piping song, 


And timid creatures wander ‘free. 
Mary Howitt. 

On the morning subsequent to Roke’s visit 
Natalie ret to work earnestly to prepare her- 
eel! for the exalted position which she believed 
wonld coon bé hers. She pppacked her boxes, 
putting the bocks into a case inher parlour, 
and placing the music upon .® suitable stand 
ceeide the pisno. Her clothing was depopited 
in @ closet off the bed-chamber, Being,of a 
methodical disposition, and thoroughly 





anxious to improve herself jn all sho reqnjred 
branches, she next, with paper-and_peroil, 
portioned off the hours of4heday and evening, 
assigning particular duties to each. ihe dey 
termined.to rice carly, to pus her rooms in 


erd.contajned ihe mosk minute,particulars of 

her dsily life. g 
Natehe-read. them .with all, the cnriosity 

Ratural to a deughter-who, has Ksown mothiry 


of her. parents,,and the elighieat alinsion in 


order before breakfast, to take-an hour's! them had to-her a caored. inrerest, 


ramble after the morning repast, aud ta devote 


“' Mount Rese. mort have been in. lonely 


the remainder of the forencon.to her sehook| spot,’ she colilequized, after perusing sto or 


books, Phe.afternoon to-be spent. in practizing 


three. of the: lettexs.. ‘1 My poor mother. talks 


ber musia, with an-hour's.leieure, before the, of tha budding audybigssoming: ef her flowers 


eix o’olock dinner. After dining, an-hour oz 
two to be spent in walking; conversing with 
Linnet, &c, The evening to be occupied with 
needlework, or in-reading. the novels thathed 
heenyincluded among her beoka, 

his was to. Natalie avery. attractive. pro- 


,gramme, and she copied it neatly and dis- 
' tinetly, and fixed it upon t 


wall over ber 
study table, which was already strewn with, 


8, ' 
The Earl, finding that she bad considerable 


taste for the art, had taught ber. something. of 
drawing during his stay. at- the cottage near, 
ne Grange In-unpacking the baxes, Natalie 
‘ound & 


was granted a separate table, and an hour.was 
ass cned to.its use. 

Her arrangements thus made, Natalie acted 
upon them with praiseworthy activity, She 
had no watch to mark the hours, bot Lianet, 
was frequently dispatched to the housekesper’s 
room to learn the time by the old-fashioned 
clock there. The crazed girl was never happier 
than when a i ng mistrezs, 
unless when allowed to sit by her window and 
divide her pitsntion between the birds and 
flowers upon the moor and Natalie as she bent 
over her work. 

Of all her studies, the Earl's yourg wife 
most disliked arithmetic. She know its 
simple elements, could maltiply or divide 
with moderate rapidity and. acautaey, bat she 
Getested the stndy of fractions, 43, and & 


ameiler portion of time was given to thig|’ 


branch thantoany other. Singulatly enongh, 
Lord Templecombe had ingsisied upon & 
thorough knowledge of arithmetic, probably 
to his wife's mind upon other objeats than 
bimesif, 

One morning Natalie pored over the detasted 
book, slate and penoil in hand, with tearg'of 
vexation atanding;in ber blue. eyes, Ske had 
tried again and again +o eelve a difficaly 
pepmlano, and ai last ake exolaimed.alond, sob- 

ngty,— 

“T never, never can understand it! Ivzqn- 
der if.all coumteases are obliged to learn is, I 
cannot ese any sence in it, and I don’t. believe 
anyone else can. What good can.it-ever dome 
to learn the double ro'e-of. three, ratio, per- 
centage, and how to find the area of a trapes 
zoid? If titled people converse about. such 
things at their parties, I am willing to beaon- 
sidered a dunce. I shall not:tonch thas back 
sgain until I bave.sn insirnotress |" 

This resolution was uttered with dawning 
energy, and-she concluded by tassing itto the 


back of the table, «hers it fell.bshind a. pile ef | 


novels, 

‘* Nata-lec, Nata-lee!’’ said the plaintive 
voice of poor Linned, who had been regarding 
her with wondering. pity, ‘' come and lookiat 
the pretty birds, sud.see the sambeams, They 
are chasing each cther over the moor, ad 
merry 38 faizies|"’ 

Natalie conld not.zeaist the invitation, She 
went to the window, threw hensalf npon the 
couch, and idly followed the indiaation of 
Linnet’s fingers, ss sha pointed ous tho 
brightest, boldest, and merriest pf the aun: 
beams, which she declared to be their quser. 

Tired atlast of followieg the daft, girl's ex. 
haustlees fancies, Natalie bethought her of the 
packet of letters she had brought from the 
Castle, and. which ebe. had not lecked over 
since her first day at the Fena, 

Taking them out, she engs.ged in their pera- 
8a], Linnet Ispsing into silence end becoming 
forgetinl of ber presenge, 


actboneh they badibeen personalifrigads, She 
i fella of -her. nerving- wemen's, kindness, as 
| thongh see-had been ez-on!y, servant and 
corspsmicon, She.sjgooks wontmaally of her 
jittle child—of me," and teaya;cama to the 
| youea wite‘s-eyas, ‘* a0 if, ber otget agonpation 
' in his-absenee were-in watckiag #hegromth of 
| hervbaby’s teeth, and ia tesobing it pretiy 
! wape to.delight him onhisre\ase. fie.could 
} = had no neighbours, fer-she speaks in one 

etter, an & great-event, of seaing @ carriage 
pase the cottage. I wouldlikedaarly 40 know 
where Mount Rose was. situated. 1 wonld 
make,a pilgrimage to the spet- seme time, in 





portfalic well supplied with drawing, company with Elmer, I, shonld,like to take 
materials, with patterns-for copying, and this, him-teithe 


se where I wae bern and tell 
him of my relationship.to himeeit |” 

Resuming her. pleasant, yet painfal tack, 
the young wife's heart seemed drayn in 
tendergess towards her. mother, who-bad dicd 
in her youth, and in sadnese and shame 60 
strongly in. cont: a3t tothe joy and happiness 
pervading-her letters, ’ 

She hoped to obtain a clue to the locality 
of Mount Rose, and pt last nh finding 

paragraph to the ¢fivot that the serving- 
woman had been over to Oarefors three days 
in-succeasion witheut-bringing @ letter for. her 
mistress. Then wasadded # loving reproach, 
but Natalie paid. no attention 40.¢hat marmur- 
ing,— 

** Careforh! The name jis new to me.. It 
mustjbave;been the town, or- amie, nearest 
to Monnt Rose. Carefort! Carefort!”’ 

“ Care, fort !’' echoed Linnet, rousing from 
her vague dreams. ‘‘Is the agené coming, 
Nate,lee? Do you xohim?” 


“But he must be coming,’ Netades?. Ho 
always comes from Cane-fors; andi heard you 
Fay——” 

“Ts it possible-thas the town meanest $0 the 
Fens. is Canefort. 2" exelaimed - Natalie. 
“ then Mount Rosa, the plaee: where I was 
born, must be within a radius of twenty 
miles: Did-you ever hear of a house called 
Manunt Rose, Linnet?” 

The honsekeeper's granddacghter replied in 
the. negative. 
| 1» is-strangel'’ said the. young wile, in & 
| flake of excitement at-her distovery, ‘' 1 did 
| mot think to ask the name of the piece where 
we lefé the train. and hixed the, oartiage to 
beivg us here, Aud within a few milpsof that 
p!sce athe house where my dear mother lived 
and,loved! Pexhsps your grandmother bas 
| beard of Mount Rose, Linnet!” 
| Aeting upon her own-auggestion, the young 
wife hastened dewa to. the housekeepers room 
and inqniced of old Elepath if phe knew aught 
‘cf * Mannt Rose,’’ but the old woman conld 
not hear her, and resurned.cuch unsatisfactory 
answers that her mistress soon meturned tc 
Linnet. 

I feel too excited to stady to-day,’ she 
eaid, smiling, “IT ehalimeed day or two to 
reoover my balanee, and get. msad-to the fact 
thet E am not. far distant from aay bisth place. 
Oh, If Elmer wereonly beve! Iswonld urge 
him. to sep oution #. search thie very dey, 
thongh, to-be.aure,’”” ske added, moze soberly, 
“ the heuse may have been altered years 2£0, 
tke name obanged, as well as. the owners. 
Shall we walk, Linnes? Is ietco,plensant to 
remain indoors!" ’ 

The daft girl accepted the invitation joy- 
fally, and ran to get ready, while Natalie tied 
on her broad-trimmed sun-hat, and threw 
cver her shoulders a thin white cape, that had 
been included among her gifts from her hus- 





The packet comprised letters that had been | ban 


written at “ Mount Rose’’ by Amy Afton, 





«Adieu te my old sohool-boaks tor to-day,” 
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she said, ad she patised and-looked back from 
the shreshold of paricns. ‘I wish-1conld 
say adieu for ever to that odious arithmetic 
and that detestable philosephy! I almes' 
believe they are not nedeseaty te mie, busithas 
Elmer wants te miake my path as difficult as 
possible,” . 

Unconscious how nearly her petulant” r 
mise bad. appzoachtd the truth, she closed the 
door behind ‘her, andzan gaily down the stairs, 
joining the patient Linnet upon the porob. 

They took their way towards the moor, but 
had scarcely -passed beyond the when 
the old housekeeper called after her grand- 
— bidding her:retarn for a Inacheon 
she-yhad already prepared for her. misiress, 

Tt was neatly put up in a small baskes, and 
Linnet took it on her arm, and. hurried bask 
to Natalie. 

'© We-shall have a nies time, Nata-Iee |” she 
obsetved, as thay -walked leiewrsly along, 


“The @ay is 80 soft and pretty. What o pity: | 


that the cold winds .abonld come by-and-by | 
and frighten aweymy birds snd sunbeams, | 
and frighten my pretty flowers to death |” 

“They will: not. come-for a long timo, | 
Linnet,” retdrned.the Earl's wife, soothingly. 
“ We will enjoy the brightners and warmth, | 
without thinking of a coming winter. Wowill . 
have a. nias long ramble to:day, and<bring | 
home a baeketfni of flowers.” 

“Willwe?? The-prettieet flowers grow at 

. my nest, my pretty nest, whers no one goes | 
po te Will Nata-lee sce my nest. to- 
ay?’ 

“Ts it fax?" 

*' Not.very far, when you ran and. dance 
over the moor, and play with the sunbeamy,” 
was the not very*deflaite reply. ‘ Woe ‘will | 
walk and walk, and by-and-by we shall come 
to my nest,, Nata-lee,”’ 

Feeling a spirit of adventure in her vastioss. | 
veas, Natalie signified that she wonld visit . 
Linnet’s nest, and learm where she had gpent | 
* many Cays‘and nights when away from the | 

ene. 

She expesicd to be shown some flower. | 
thatebeti hunt, in the midst of the moor, the | 
work, perhaps; cfsometportsian’s hands, but | 
beantifod ‘by the daft maiden, and she was | 
prepared to admire it to Linnet’s complete | 
catiofaotion, 

‘The momring-was so clear and brigh, tke | 
air so pure and fraprant, ae itsweps towards | 
inttead of from the marsh, that the young | 
mistress of the Fens experienced a delight 
scarcely inferior to that-of ber humble com- 
Thay, wandered on’AS 

hey wandered on like a scorpie of innocent 
children, plucking Towers’ ce reeaniiog the 
animal. lifethatabeundedon the moor, stopping 
now and then totake an orangevr cake from the 
basket to satisfy the keen appetites awakened 
by the air and the exercise. 

Linnet wove fér herself a heavy flower. 
‘vreath, more fantastic than the one she had 
worn when Natalie bad encunntered her on 
the wasteland, theday offer arrival, ard this 
cerved her instead of a hat. She desired to 
make one‘for her friend, bot i¢ was declined, 
yet so kindly that eke could no’ feel hurt. 

Wild as the birds around her, the girl filtted 
on, new faster, new slower, caroliing and 
trilling to the feathered tribe, in notes ag 
l'quid end musical as their own, and they re- 
plied to her in similar trills, corroborating her 
satertions that they were conversing with her, 

“I told them how I found you, Nate lee!” 
che said, simply, with implicit faith in her 
Ceolarations, ‘! They anvwered: that I mast 
never let you ge again, and Tshall not, Pee 
wee said—that big-grown bird that is nodding 
someis Pee-wee—thst he loves you, and that 
“eand I will follow you when you go away, 
end live with you always!’ 

_ Natatie expressed her pleasure at this reeo- 

tation on the of Linnet and: her friend 

ecient teat she: oait amaey aa eats 
8 the onl 

charm of her unbalanced exister ve. : 

Despite ber vagaries and serangeness, the 

housekeeper's granddaughter was & plestant ! 





companion, Ié may bave been on account of 
them, for, wrapped up in herself, she seked no 
questions. about Natalie's history or intentions, 
and seemed: not. tolook beyond the hour, It 
wae enough for ber that she had a living 
picture todook upon, someone of her own age 
to whom she could speak, and to speek kindly 
in return to her, 

And so they wandered idly on. 

They had traversedifour miles, ae Natalie 
mentally calonlated, and she wae about to 
euggest that #hey elrould sit down to'rest, pre- 
parstory'to# return #o'the Fons, when Linnet 
canght her arm, ‘crying ont,— 

‘‘ Look, Natalee! There issmy vest!” 

The Earls young wife obeyed the direction. 
and obgerved,'wpén what appeared to be the 
edge of the moer, 'a.gently sloping kxoll, eur- 
reunded'by a ne hed 


sadly, ‘‘ Whorcould have lived here? Waat 
; made them forseke their pretty home? "’ 

Linnet, who had passed into the adjoining 
rooni, called impatiently to her friend, and 
Natalie joined her, Sne was very anxious io 
display ber “‘ nest,” which was.soon jound 16 
consist of three rooms only, on tis ground 
floor, with three ohambéers above. 

A harried glance into the lower recms oon- 
vinced the Earl’s wife that whoever might 
‘ have looked ont at them, no one Was upon ite 
| ground floor a» that moment. 

Believing that the person might bave re- 
treated upatairs, eh begged Linnet to refrain 
from going up, but the maiden was too anxious 
to exhibit the whole bovre, and did nov heed 
‘ her words, 

So Natslhie followed ber. 

Contrsry to her fears, the upper rooms were 








ge. 
The knoll was crowned with = profasion! deserted, bnt there were marke of recon’ 





of shrubbery and trees; now grown together in oooupsncy in one of them, a mattress being 
many ‘places into & tangled masz. | laid upon the ficor, and a blanket sirstohed 


Mo] 


Through the midst of the greenery pierced 
eslenden chimney, and Lionet printed it ont 


| with a note of trinmph. 


* The birds. have their nests, and Linnet has 
era” she oried. “‘Gome, Natalee!” 

With. bird, like sagerness, the deft girl sped 
on. in advance of hex friend, opening » little 
one in the heige, aad calling, ow Natalie to 


en, 
As Natalie entered the small garden she 
paused & moment tosurvey the ecena, her com- 
panion standing silently beside ber. 
The garden wat equare; andilled with rose. | 


neatly over it. 
| As Linnet paid no attention to this zact, 
when indionted to her, Natalic coreluded that 
the poor girl migh? have ovonpied the room st 
some period Goring the summer, and did not 
urge the subject. 

Indeed, she had begun to donbt that she had 
geen anyone at the front window, Linnet's 
= on the matier having had ite due 
effeot. 

The upper chambers were in part furnishad 
with matting and cane-seated furnitvre, ard 
hed a very comfortable look. One of them wat 





bushes, some of whiah were ‘bare and dead,' strewn with withered flowers, tHe favourive 


and othera were laden with a profation of 


| odorous bloaseme thet elicited the admiring, 


exclamations of Linnet, 
flowers, grown wild amid the grares, bub the) 
rosea ad Amy Aftcn’s damghier observed, were | 
tbe prominent featereiol the. garien. ' 

From the centre of the gerien, concealed | 
uader 2 wealth of bloskoming vines and ivy, | 
and closely akeltered by the over arching trees, | 


' axoge a tiny cottage, 


Although smaiJ, it hed a» air of refinement | 
abont it thas generally belongs to thadomains | 
of the wealthy. There was a pretty rastie 
porch din front, overgrown with vines, and the) 
windows were bighiy ornamented, as could be 
keen through their Jeafy carting. | 

Natalie wasglancing af one of them when} 
she observed what seemed to her a puir ofoyes, 
lookiog ontather. A‘ the same moment she | 
heard@an exclamation that could not have been | 
uttered by Linnet, who was plucking roves at, 
= an exclamation apparently of sur. | 
r ! 

And tien she was sure she saw & man’s) 
figure retreating from the window. 

‘* Who lives here, Linnet ?”” she inquired, 

“No one bué me, Nata-lee—me and the, 
flowera!” 

‘* Bot eaweomecue in the room yonder, | 
Linnes, A man was looking ont at us!” | 

Linnet shock -her head with an incredulous} 
laugh, and ran lightly to the porch, trying the | 
fromt-door. 

It was locked. 

* Is'a'alwaye so, Natadee,” she said. ‘ It’s; 
been so ever sivce I knew \it—tHis bandred | 
sy I vaspaot. Let me show you Linnet’s | 

loor a” 


She jantped. off the perch, conducted; 
Natalie to aside window, which che readily | 
pushed up. j 

* Don’t goin, Linnet,”’ said her miasresa, 
gently. “Ifear some tramp may have got; 
into the cottage, Do come away, cesar, and; 
we will gather flowers!” 

Linnet shook her head ‘and climbed into the 


cottage. 

Not wishing her to encounter alone any 
poatible danger, Nattalie followed her ex- 
ample, 

The room:in which she found herself was 
small andenug. It wasquite bere; with the 
exception.of @ table and chair, snd the dust 
lay — upon them — < 

“ How many years mus ve passed since 
this: place wae inhabited!" said Natalie,’ 





There wore other! qesersea!’’ said Natalie. 


bioseoms of the crazed girl. 

“ How singnlar that the house should to sa 
“Ts it plagne- 
emisten? What does this door open into, 
Lianet?” she added, trying a door that waz 
looked. 

“I don’t know, Nata-Iee. It's been there 
ever sincs I kuew it.” 

Impelied by curiosity, the unrecognized 
Countess pulied the Ccor with all her strength, 
The look bad perhaps never beer very go07, cr 
time had weakened it, for it soon yielded to 
her effdrtt, and came open so suddenly s# 
almost to throw ber cpon the flvor. 

Her effort reealted in nothing but the dia 
closure of a clozet well filled with hooks cf 
every kind, and with a few other articles cf 
lit#ie consequence, 

Natalie tock up one volume, but dropped it, 
excisiming,— 

“ A achool. book! It seems that people were 
obliged to: stndy them heré years sgo. 
thought nobody had to learn dell things bui 
me. Ah, what is thai?” 

She had found a novel—the ‘' Evelina” of 
Madame D'Arbiay. 

With some comment upon it, ahe dropped 
it for a book of poeme, gorgeously bound. 

“ Ohilde Harold!" sne ssid, delightecly. 
‘““T should like to take that to the Fens with 
me. And there are Scoté’s worke! I have 
stumbled upon a perfect mine of wealih |!” 

Like all imsginative people, she was very 
fond of poetry, and she examined Byrow « 
works, turning to the fly: leaf of a volume 93h. 
aroused interest, 

Then she uttered a cry that rang throug 
the cottage—such a cry as she mighi have 
uttered had she beheld a visitor from she oiher 
world, 

The cause cf her excitement and sgitalicn 
wae & simple inscription, as follows, — 

“To Amy—The Ministering Angel of Mews! 
Rose |” 

Natalie stared at it, scarcely ab’e-to compre. 
bend the fact th»t she was now wisbin tha 
cottage that had borne the name of * Mount 
Rose,” but the books before ber bad becu 
conneé by her loss motber; that she wax 
kneeling within the very walle where she be 
fizet beheld the light! 

Yet it was so. 

An examination of the books confirmed si, 
many eimiler inecriptions upon the fly-leaves 
being. found, and Natalie leamed against 'ho 
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door.post, faint and weak with the shock of 
the discovery. 

Linnet was awed by the great emotion of 
her friend, and watched her pityingly, not 
daring to approach her, lest she should hasten 
her terrible transformation into the Madonna 

ict _ danger the poor girl began to appre- 
end. 

Forgetfal of her oompanion’s presence, 
Natalie looked around her at the walls, at the 
deoayed farnitare, and then her gaze returned 
to the books. 

*' It seems to me as if I stood in the very 
presence of my mother,” she murmared, 
end with tears. ‘In this very room I must 
have been born. It was at those windows my 
poor young mother held me up to greet my 
father's retarn. The air seems alive with her 
presence!” 

She bowed her head reverently, as if an 
unseen hand were resting in benediction upon 
it 

When the firet shock had worn away, she 
gathered together the choicest of the books for 


transportation to the Fens, and discovered | 


shat shey had been carelessly piled into a low, 
old-fashioned cradle—the very one, without 


. 


they walked more slowly, the unacknowled 
wife absorbed in thought: of her strange dis- 


; covery that day, and of the past with which 


A tT et ee 


she had jast been broughé face to face; and 
Linnet trilling to the birds her sorrow at the 
unaccountable desecration of her ‘' nest."’ 





OHAPTER XXXi. 


No thought within her bosom stirs, 
But wakes some feeling dark and dread ; 
Heaven keep thee from a doom like hers. 
Of living when the hopes are dead 
Phebe Carey 
I feel 
Of this dull sickness at my heart afraid ; 
And in my eyes the death-sparks flash and fade ; 
And something seems to steal 
Over my bosom like a frozen hand 
Wills 


Rercrnime to the Fans from her visit to 


: Mount Rose, Niatalie hat herself up in her 


parlour, threw herself upon the lounge by the 


| window, and engaged in the perusal of the 


doubt, in which her infant slambers had been | 


taken. 

It suggesteda picture to her of the elfia Amy, 
seated in her low chair, with one foot upon the 
rocker of the child's cradle, and with her eyes 
dwelling admiringly upon her husband, as he 
read aloud from one of those books; and the 
fanoy was eo trae to what the reality must 
have oftes bean that Natalie wept aloud. 

‘Don't cry!” said Linnet, 
dresz—-"' don'tory, Natalee! Your tears fall 
mame 4 ” And she covered her heart with her 
hen 

*' Poor 


Linnet!"’ exclaimed Natalie, 


generously striving with her grief, lest the 


orazed maiden should eorrew with her. ‘I 
will not cry. Shall we take these books 
beme!” 

Lionet assented, and her friend resumed her 
search, coming at last upon a small pile of 
letters that, half-burned, lay in an old box. 
WNoshing elae of interest met her observation, 


ber books, and signified her readiness to 
depart. 

At the door she looked back into the room 
with a mourofal gaze, thinking anew how like 


ulling at her | 


letters she had so providentially discovered. 
She concladed that they were but unimportant 
missives, since the late Earl of Templecombe 
had gathered so many into his collection at 
Wscherly Castle, and it was not probable that 
be would have omitted from it any that were 
important. 

What, then, was the surprise of the un- 
acknowledged daughter to fiad in the little 
packet a letter of great import. 

The letter in question, hidden among several 
unsigned notes, was worn and creased, as if it 
had been carried a long time ia the bosom of 
its recipient as a priceless treasure that could 


' not be too closely guarded. Is was addressed 


to Amy, ander cover to her maid, and was; 


signed simply “ Leopolde.” 
t was a loving epistle, chiding Amy for the 
indulgence of ‘‘ weak fears“ as to her fatare, 


, and thas of their child, and reminding her 
| that she was an honoured wife, whose fics} 


daty was that of obedience to her hasband’s 


will, 
and sh: pat the letters in her pooket. took up | 


Then followed an allusion to a certifisate 
of marriage, which the writer declared to be 
safely put away beyond fear of discovery by 


, his friends, yet where it could be readily pro- 


duced at the right moment. He stated that 


were the fates of mother and child, yet hoping, | he should already have acknowledged her, but 
ae the young always hope, that the present | for the birth of their little Natalie, whose 


Lord Templecombe would render to her that 
jastice which his predecessor had apparently 
denied to her mother. 

Linnet oarricd a few books, as well as 
Watalie; and she led the way downstairs to 
the kitchen, declaring that she knew another 


way to get ont, and that Na‘alie bad not seen | 


the back garden. 
_The Earl's wife followed her in thoughifal 
ailence. 

Oa entering the little kitchen, she heard 
Lionet talking coafusedly to herself, and 
Isarced, from her words, that her ‘‘ nest" had 
really been invaded by some atranger. 

A fire had been kindled in the fire-place, a 
teakettle half-filled with water stood in the 
corner of the hearth, a piece of bread and some 
anieat were upon the table, and a teapot stood 
upon the wooden mantelpiece. 

Toe back winiow was half-open, and the 
bashes that had grown up before it were 
pashed aside, and broken in places, ag if some 
one had leaped ont in great haste. 

No one was visible in the thickly-grown 
garden 

“Yes, someone has been here, Linnet!” 
oried Natalie, nervously. ‘It was really a 
usan I beheld at the front window! We must 
hasten away. Perhaps we are not safe here.”’ 

Sane took the hand of the orsz:d girl, and 
harried her through the window, following as 
rapidly ag she could, and they then sped 
throagh the garden, and out upon the moor, not 
elackenisg their steps until they gained a 
safe distance from Moant Rae. 

And then, seeing they were no} pursued, 


appearance would indicate to the world the 
brief period in which he had mourned for the 
mother of the little Lady Leopolde, and he was 


; not yet quite prepared to face the indignation 


| 
! 





rc — world, and to hear the comments of his 
friends. 

‘* There was, then, a marriage |” murmured 
Natalie. ‘' My father was not so unworthy as 
I thought him, and has a right to my affection 
as well as that of my sister. My poor mother 
was not the weak girl I have sometimes 
fan>ied her, and I have no need to blush for 
my parentage. The ceriifisate of marriage is 
doubtless long since destroyed, but this letter 
will at least serve to establish my position ia 
the eyes of Lady Leopolde, and will give me 
my own self-respect. What will Vane say 
when he learns that I am his cousin, the 
daughter of his unole the late Lord Tem- 
plecombe ? ” 

S.e joyfally mused over her prospects for 
she future, bat fiaally roused herself, put the 
important letter in her bosom, and the others 
in her pocket, and a to atone for her 
days leisure by an hoar of study. 

Taraing to table, she noticed that it was 
covered with a quantity of old books she had 
never before seen, and which must have been 


placed there by old Eispeth daring her | 


absence on the moor, 

Looking them over idly, she saw that upon 
the fly-leaf of each volume was insoribed the 
name of Sir Wilton Werner, or rather the 
name without the title. It struck her as a 
singular coincidence that books belonging to a 


' former master of the old housekeeper should 





be found In a house belongiog to Lord Tem. 
plecombe, particularly as some of the bo ky 
were of great value. 

She concladed that they had been given to 
old _——_ by her former employer, and 
amused herself by looking them over. There 
were story books, adventures, travels, &5., and 
a bekutifally illuminated volame with the 
genealogical trees of the Werners and the 
Wiltons, and with biographical notices of both 
families. 

‘* How could they have given that book to 
their housekeeper?” queried Natalie. “[ 
should have thought the owner would have 
prized it highly. I think Ill take it down to 
old E‘epeth, and ask how is came into her 
possession. 

Taking it in her hands, she quitted the 
parlour, descended the stairs, and made her 


way to the housekeeper’s room, where its pro. 
— sat by window, engaged in 
oittin 


The Seer looking upon the garden was open, 
and Linnet sat upon the threshold, looking 
with rapt gaze at the glorious summer sky. 

** Come in, Nata-lee! ” she said, turning her 
head slightly as she heard the soft rustle of 
her muslin robe. 

Old Elspeth arose, and placed a chair for her 
young mistress, expressing garralously her 
pleasure at seeeing her lady in her room, and 
inquiring if she had had a pleasant rambie 
over the moor. 

‘* Shall I hasten the dinner, my lady ?” she 
asked. ‘You must be hungry, and I don’t 
wonder as it.”’ 

Natalie shook her head, and glanced at the 
clook, signifying that she preferred to wait 
{until her usual early dinner-hour, and theo 
‘ pointed at the housekeeper's chair, indicating 
{her wish that the old woman should resume 
her seat. 

Dzzpairing of ee the deaf housekeeper 
coteaianh ses she wished to say, unless she 
introdaced the subj<ot fires to the eyes of old 
Elspeth, Natalie held out the illaminated 
volume into fall view, and inquired in her 
loudeat tones how it cams into her possesion. 

'* Yes, I put the book on your table, along 
of a lot of other ones, while you was gone,’ 
declared the housekeeper, in a pl tone. 
‘I gaya to myself, saya I, ‘my lady'll think 
the world of that eee book. It'll tell 
her jest who her hushand is, and who he 
sprang from and all about him. 'Tain't every 
family as has such a record, and I make no 
| doubs but that your ladyship is prouder of Sir 
| Wilton since you've seen it." 
| “Bat Sir Wilton Werner isnot my husband,” 

said the young wife, in her gentlest manner, 
but in rather harsh tones. ‘Iam the wife of 
your present master, the Earl of Tem- 
‘ plecombe," 
{ The Earl of Brambleby !" ejaculated the 
' houzekeeper, quite puzzled, not having com- 
'prehended Natalie's words. “ Who in the 
| world is the Earl of Brambleby, begging your 
pardon, my lady? I don't know no Earl, nor 
‘ no higher gentleman than the present Baronet, 
' thas I hadn't seen for years till the other 
a _f 
ony Poor thing! She remembers only her 
'tong-past youth,” murmured Natalie, “ She 
‘has quite forgotton her years of faithfal 
service to the Templecombes, and has even 
forgotten their names. She thinks thas she 
' serves Sir Wilton Werner.” 
| “Bir Wilton Werner, Nata-lee,” said the 
' sweet voice of Linnet, and the girl turned her 
gaze from the lovely face of her young 
mistress, ‘' Granny always talks of Sir Wilson 
Werner. He's coming some day—the 
agent said so." 

Natalie pondered a moment, and then re- 

solved to make the effort to recall to the old 
housekeeper’s mind her supposed faithfal 
' services to the Templecombe family. 
‘In a very loud and clear tone, therefore, a5 
‘she remembered having heard that a dissiact 
‘ntterance was needfal in conversing with the 
deat, Natalis exolaimed,— 
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‘‘ Have you, then, qaite forgotten the Tem- 

mbes, Elspeth?” 

« Bramblebys? Why I never knew em.’ 

Natalie was about to utter her surprise, and 
to repeat her inquiry, when she suddenly re- 

flected that the old woman could never have 
served the Templecombes, since the present 
Earl sprang from the younger branch of the 
family, and that his father’s name had been 
simply Wycherly. 
ith a brightened countenance, she 
exolaimed,— 

“No wonder, with your failing memory, 
that you did not remember the name I spoke. 
Bat, surely, Elepeth, you remember Mr. 
Wycherly, Vane Wycherly, whom you loved 
in his youtb, do you not?” 

“Mr. Lightfoot? No, I never heard the 
name, my lady. I never lived with anybody 
bat the Wilton family, though, to be sure, I've 
been houeekeeper to some of the tenants here 
—but that was only temporary. Those Light- 
fcota couldn't have hired the Fens, though, to 
be sure,” added the old woman, with a glimpse 
of humour, ‘‘everybody that did hire it was 
light 0’ foot. The idea of Mise Kate's about 
acids in the marah pretty nigh destroyed the 
old place. Thank heaven, her son’s got more 
enlightened, and the Fens is looking cup 
again.” 

The Eari’s young bride began to suepect , 
Elspeth of weakened intellect, but a glance i 
at her face forbade the thought, and a | 
suspicion that all waa not right in the state. — 
— of Lord Templecombe entered her | 
mind. 

To verify or disprove it, she questioned the ' 
old woman with unfailing patience and — 
untiring lungs. Elspeth heard enough of 
these inquiries to comprehend their purport, 
and her answers were decided and emphatic 
that Natalie began to be convinced that 
Templecombe bad deceived her as to the 
ownership of the Fens. 

To prove her words, the housekeeper brought 
up some notes that had been written by Sir 
Wilton Werner to the agent, and which had 
been left by the latter to guide old Elepsth. 
One of these was of recent date, and ordered 
that no stranger should be admitted to lock at 
the Fens, unless they presented orders to that 
effect from the agent. This order had been | 
Written in consequence of two persons having 
called at the Fens, requesting to be shown 
through the rooms, and finally departing with | 
all the silver they could lay their hands upon. 

Natalie read them, and became convinced 
that the house belonged to Sir Wilton Werner, 
and that her husband bad either hired or 
borrowed it for her occupancy. 

The housekeeper had been staring blankly 
at her for some time, and now ejaculated,— 

“ Then, you are not Lady Werner?" 

Natalie shook her head, and wrote with her 
pencil on the back of the letter, a declaration 
that she was the wife of Lord Templecombe, 
who had probably hired the place of its 
owner, 

“How am I to know that your husband isa 
lord?” grumbled the housekeeper. ‘He let 
me call him Sir Wilton. Oh, dear, I wish the 
agent knew of this, I've been nervous ever 
since I lost them spoons and forks. And your 
husband didn't bring an order from the agent, 
nor & line from Sir Wilton. I’m afraid I’ve 
e myself into trouble. I wish the agent was 

re,’ 

Old Elspeth rocked herself to and fro in ber 
distress, and Natalia, covered with confusion, 
knew not what to say. 

*“Nata-lee,” said Linnet, breaking the | 
silence, “ Granny is daft. She doern’s know 
what the pretty flowers say to me. Linnet 
will bring you some of the dearest ones, and | 
they will comfort you. If you don't have the 
flowers to talk to, Linnet is afraid you will 
melt away, and be gone as you were before.” 

With theee words, the girl danced across — 
the garden and upon the moor in quest of 
flowers. 

And Natalie returned to her own rooms. 

The peculiarity of her position strack her : 
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with psinfal force. It waa not a pleasant 
thing to be an inmate of a house without 
authority to remain; and to be tended bya 
—- ee — imposter and —__ 

intruder, who $ jurned away. 

Natalie's first impulse was to give way to CHAPTER XEXY. 
tears, j. Hao was more than an ordinary brave maz, 

Her second, to drive them away, and calmly but on this ohill, grey evening, as he hurried 
face the exigences of her situation. , along the rough country road, his heart lay 

She was tempted to leave the Fens without cold and heavy within him, cold from fear— 
delay, and return to the hidden cottage and fear of what new evil might have befellon 
the neighbourhood of her friends at Wycherly her. 

Castle but she resisted the temptation, fecling! Acute as this feeling was, and miserable ao 
® conviction that such a course world only was the moment, altogether it would not have 
exasperate her husband, and perhaps utterly been human nature if the man’s love had not 
alienate him from her. been gratified, and touched almost beyond 

She decided that since he had brought her description by the sweet knowledge of her 
to she Fens, it was best for her to remain eagerness to serve him in the smallest way. 
there for the present. It was probable that The remembrance of her love for him, of her 
he had hired the place for her use, and that tract in him, was & gleam of sunshine even in 
he had quite forgotten to bring a letter from this darkest hour, 
the owner to the woman in charge. | What lay before her in the future no humana 

Bat why had he deolared himself the mind could picture. That there was still 
possessor of the Feng, suffering, still deep pain and trouble, he fel, 

After a little meditation, the young wife'slas! only too well assured. Bat all than 
seated herself at her deak, and wrote to her se*msd asmall matter compared to the actual 
husband. | danger of this hour. 

She addressed to him a grave and stern, Hanter was a desperate man at bay, bo 
remonstrance for having deceived her and, would be armed at every point, not only in an 
placed her in a falee position towards old actual sense, but in his own extraordinary 
Elspeth, from whom she hid learned the; mental capacity, a capacity fall of cunniny. 
name of the true proprietor of the place. She} I would bs highly improbable that Alwynze 
upbraided him for not having sent a gover- could do immediately sll he required of her, 
ness, declaring, with newly found wisdom, Money he would want, perhaps food too, bat 
that educated gentlewomen advertised every money most certainly. 
day for situations to instruct young Jadies,| In his rage at being surrounded and trapoed 
and that one could have been found without again in the very moment of his freedom, 
difficulty. In conclusion, ehe informed him’ more particularly when he should see hi~» 
that she suspected that he had placed ber st (Hago) among his osptors, it would be almozs 
the Fens merely to rid himeelf of her, while a foregone conclusion that the helpless, ter77- 
he took advantage of her absence to urge nia fied girl would be in some way or other tho 
suit with Lady Leopolde, and threatened that victim of his rage and disappointment, 
if he did not come to her within the week,| So many thoughts, all of this kind, thronged 


A GIRL’S HEART. 


with suitable explanations, she would return Hugo's brain, that he felt dazed and stupid ax, 


to the neighbourhood of the Castle, and boldly | they hurried through the dusk. 
declare her relationship to him. 

This indignant appeal she signed sa all had agreed to go as quietly as poasible, 
“Natalie, rightful Countess of Temple- ; they could not prevent the sound of their foot. 
combe.”” steps making a noise on the rough road. 

She encloses it in an envelope, addressed it, | The end of their journey was close at hand ; 
sealed it with white wax, and stamped the they were about to tarn the corner, led dy 
letter with the seal her husband had sent her. Basil, and approach the old well, when a 

‘* Tf I were not so tired, I would take it to sudden savage bark, more growl than bark, 
the nearest town to-night,” she said, when she broke on their cars, Then there followed » 
had quite finished. ‘I have read some-,woman’s stifled scream, and then a man’s 
where,’ she added, ‘that history repeats voice cursing ina choked way, and eoundirg 
itself in a certain term of years. It is horrible and unnatural in the calm atillnece of 
certainly a remarkable coincidence that my , the grey evening. 
poor mother should have gone tothe town of, They rashed forward simultaneously. Hazo 
Carefort to post a letter to an Earl of Tem. reached her in one stride, and flang hie arm 
plecombe, and that eighteen years later her about her. She was crouching back against 
daughter should go to the same town upon a the old stone wall, shrinking with a fear and 
similar errand. And in each case the mother horror too great even to allow @ scream to 
and daughter addressed the Lord of Temple- | escape her. 
combe as her husband, the one Earl beingthe, She could only moan and stretch out ber 
successor and nephew of the other. I wonder handa feebly to her dog protector in a weak 
if the coincidence will hold good to the end, endeavour to call him away from the writh- 
and if I shall perish in my youth as my ing, struggling wretch whom he had flung to 
mother did.” | the earth in his first bound, and now heid 

She indulged thoughts similar to these until | firm in the grip of his iron jaw. 
she heard the ringing of the dinner.bell, and; Hugo called loudly to the dog, st first with- 
then she arose, put her letter in her pocket, out any success, then patting her behind him 
and descended to the dining-room. | gently into Basil's arms, he went forward, 

The table was neatly spread, as usual, and seized the stout leather collar round tho 
Linnet and old Elepeth were in attendance, , infuriated animal's throat, and by dint of 
bat Natalie observed how greatly she had sheer strength, aided by the sound of his welt 
fallen from the housekeeper's favour. , known voice, succeeded in making Thor relearo 

Linnet took her seat opposite her young his enemy. 
mistress, after presenting her the bunch of; The police « flicers had fallen back, they were 


- flowers she had gathered, and prattled away not unnaturally frightened at this scene. The 


with the artlessnesa of a child, not noticing | dog, in the majesty of his wrath, was a terri- 
the silence of Natalie. , fying sight, and it required not only atrength 

Old Elspeth, too, was silent. Hergarralous but nerve and courage on Hugo's part to 
tongue for once was hushed. She removed Spproach him at such a moment. He had io 
the dishes and replaced them with others, , hold him with both his hands, calling to him 
with a dumbness equal to her deafnecs, and , by name all the while. 


| watched the silver with an anxiety that under; His power and influence was almost msr- 


other circumstances would have roused the} vellous, and Thor’s rage gradually diminished 
merriment of poor Natalie, but which now | beneath the touch of his beloved master, — 

only caused her heart to ache with a doll; The darkness of the fast approaching night 
heaviness. ' mercifally concealed from their eyes the cor- 


(To be continued.) dition of the man whom he had attacked 20 


The road was down hill, and though they’ 




































































ir i sw iin in ih ea 















7rme. > 


nt a al hia BS 
Sy hteds * 


ye ed Ore _« 


lr elt 


tear rane tye, See” 
6 Peto: apa 0p carmen? Ma ee 


epee eons epi, ce 


‘atetee of 


ssc 


ae 


Pre 





ee ee a oe => 4 

[team D $e en: + Tne 
bb ; " 5 - a 
=~ te aetcy oon 


Be ev Ai AO 


oF yer kt eee 


IS 


pegtrs 
hee 


denn soy ses 
one 


Sin 
eee 


sek =e 


ore 


~ 
can 


PE eh em 
“ , . : 


ih eh 





* 


. 


nee ir 


mh BA. 
Daca 


. A, 


346 


THE LONDON READEE. 


Aug. 1, 189i 








foxiously. He lay before them huddied into 
#n undietinguishabla mass, meaning, and 
coursing, and struggling, 

The men were too startled to remember 
their customary calloneneas on their duty. 
Hago alone was master of himeelf. Hamanity 
demanded he should do something. 

He turned to Alwynne, who stood leaning 
against the wall sick so death with the horror 
ot the moment, and deaf for once to Basil’s 
tender voice. 

‘* Hold him,” he said, taking her cold fingers 
aud. pusting them on the dog's collar. ‘ He 
ia gaist now. Take him away. Basil, go with 
her, thie is no place for you! ” 

His hands clasped themselves over hers for 
one moment. Dim light as it was the look on 
her face was terrible to him tosee, He epoke 
horriediy, suthorivively. 

“Go, Basil, take her! 
mand you to go!" 

Sue moved, mechanicaily, led by Basil, who 
was trembling from nervousness and excite- 
ment, 

Hugo pansed onlya moment to watch them 
go. The dog following her absolutely quiet 
pod subdaed now; then he tarned and went 
back to the man who lay, for the moment, 
siieus and siilli on the earth, lost, possibly, ia 
» brief and mercifal swoon. 

Alwgnne and Basil had progressed only a 
yard or swo, when they came to an abrapt 
standstill. Saddenly, on the still, calm night, 
there rang out a sharp ping of a pietol shot. 

For an instant’ conscionsneaa left her; she 
knew nothing. Her banda slipped from hold- 
jug the dog; but for Basil's feeble arms she 
would have fallen 


Alwynne, I com- 





} 
! 


' could feel by the trembling of her limba-that 


| was umnataral. Though he would have 
| suffered at any great mental display, still he 


| no more!” 


When the dalnese bad left her ears, and | 


tne cloud had gone from her eyes, ahe found 
that she was resting in a stronger hold, her 
lnoe pressed down on a hears that was throb- 
hing wildly, passionately. 

ia bad all passed so quickly she conld 
realise nothing distinctly, except that Hago 
was with her. Hogo had come to save her, 
to help her when she was overwhelmed by the 
moss horrible, terrible fear. This one reali- 
gation wae enough for the moment. 

She rested in his arms, aud a heavenly 
sense of peace filled her weary, overwrought 
beain; bat the peaes and reset were eshart- 
lived. In the next instant remembrance re- 
turned in vivid foros 


| did npt speak; and as Marie rashed to meet 


| revarently covered from the night, and Hugo 
| steed for a moment looking down on him 


| 


She gave a litele ory, and lifted her face to. | 


his. She would have taken herself from his 
acms, bathe held er close. 

‘Alwynne, Iam here! Youare safe! Will 
you not trust-me ?”’ 

Her lips moved, bué no sound came from 
them; her eyes were fall cf questioud she 
dared not ask, That strained, terrified look 
had coms once agein into their beautifal 
depths; she shuddered and trembied in every 
liunb 

From behind her there came & sound of low 
voirses speaking hurriedly, whispering together 
a3 though conferring how to act. It mingled 
sad souoded in ber ears ins confased way, 
you i¢ seemed tp convey soms new sence of 
pain and mental suffering. He anawered her 
eyce gently and tenderly, 

* Oome home. See, I will take you back 40 
ihe cottage. Baail bas gone already with 
'bor— and Mariet Poor Marie will be ia a 
drccadfal wtate! Come, dear, les me take you 
nome |" 

Bue did not obey him, only stood Jookinz at 
ita with those serrow-laden eyes. Her lips 
moved at last, stiffly and with difficalty. Her 
yoica Was scaraely recognieahle 


guid, aud hercold fingers tightened a little in 
haid “Teli me! I—i mast know! ” 
tie @ied to draw her away gently. 
‘* Oome back to Maris, 
You wilt be :lit" 
ine would not move, 
* There was a shot! 


vt him snddenly, “you are not hurt, Hugo?” 
He answered hurriedly, absolutely. His 


Hs bad ws pietol!* I | 
row it! On!” sheshodderad. Then she looked } 


| enmity in his hears for one who had done: 


| 





| gave himeeif and the. officer who had struck 


| silence at last. 


whole being thrilling at the-gound of his name 
spoken so unconsciously by her voice. 

“IT am not hurt, Look at me, Alwynne. 
See, there is nota scratch on me! " 

Ste looked at: him as hebid her, and he saw 
a eyes close for a second, and her ashen lips 

ater. 

‘‘Then——" She conld get mo farther. 
She twisted herself round and looked be- 
hind her. 

Hago in holding her had purposely turned 
ber back 40 the scene, 

The dim light was mercifal, she could see 
very little, but her woman's instinct was 
etrong, she divined what she could not see. 

The men were bending over a dark mass on 
the ground, their voices low and and hushed. 

“He has killed himself!" She said the 
words in a dazed sort of way, as though re- 
peating some statement that had beon taught 
her. She shivered and turned back, locking 
into Hago’s eyes. ‘*He is dead!” she said, 
in the same low, concentrated voice. 

There was half a question in her tone, and 
he answered it by simply bowing his head. 

She stood immovable for a moment. He 


she was terribly overwhelmed. Her calmness 


could not help feeling he would have preferred 
it to this absolute calmness. She broke the 


‘Poor oreatore!" she said, and she gave 
a deep, shuddering sigh. “Poor lost 
creature!” then she looked at him again. 
‘Take me home, I am tired, I—I can herr 
He almost carried her up the hill. They 
them, enfolding the slender, trembling form 
in her arma, they parted without a word. 
Hago paused only a moment to try and 
soothe Basil, whose distress was terrible, and 
whose delicate physique seemed to be crushed 
beneath the events of the moment, Onoe he 
had doae this peremptorily, ordering the boy 
to his bed without delay, he returned to the 
old well, where the police were awaiting him. 
Tbe dead man lay on the ground, his face 


with a breast fall of mimgied emotions. The 
mystery of death in -all ite strength and 
majesty was upon him, and ‘there was little 


him so: much evil, Toere was, indeed, deep 
and sincere regret thas the man should have 
gone to his end not only unrepentant of all 
his old crimes, but bearing on hig soul the 
stain of a new one, for bad it not been for the 
timely hand of one of the men, whose quick 
eye saw the ounsing, malicious intention, 
Hugo would bave lain where Alwynne's hus- 
band now Jay, and Hunter would have bad to 
answer to s new charge of murder, ag well as 
of an old one, 

All had happened so quickly. The death 
shot had worked its task so swiftiy that none 


aside the murderer's arm had known what 
had very nearly come to pasa. 
With a word Hugo could silence this man 





and preserve the trash from becoming known. 
She bad suffered énough already, thia much 
should be spared her. Though man of deep 
emotions, and one who had a reverenos for ali ; 


| the mysteries of life and death, it need not ba: 
| reckoned to Hugo it'ag he.stood new looking | 


You are ao cold. | 


{ 
i 
i 


down on the still silent form-of this man who | 


| had given him such mental and physical tor. ! 
‘*Some—somethieg has bappened,’’ she | 


ture, that he breathed a prayer of gratitude | 
that thie torture wawover, and the handa of | 


evening, when the beautifal young lady |, ; 
been attacked by a tramp, and her hig do, 
had defended her and absolutely killed ;;, 
tramp ; this was the version of the affair th;, 
waa generally known and accepted, Noev>, 
had there been so much excitement know; 
even to the oltiest inhabitant, and great ws, 
the sympathy and regret expressed for th, 
young lady, whose rare smile and open par: 
had endeared her to those among whom sh, 
bad made her home for so short awhile, 

It was as though the sunshine vanish>; 
with her when she went away, though each 
honest soul waa bound to confess, if the; 
spoke the ¢rath, that they were not in ip. 
least sorry to see the back of that stranc: 
wild dog who could kill a man as easily a; 
look at him | 

The inquest held on the body at. the vills,. 
inn most assuredly stated that death hac 
been inflicted by a pistol shot, and ths 
evidence of the several witnasses, of cours: 
helped tc prove this; bat the inhabitants 
the place scorned the verdict, and stuck to 
it firmly that Thor, the dog, and Thor alox:, 
was guilty of the stranger's death. 

Money and influence can do much, ani 
Alwynne little knew how much she was spsrei 
through Lord Taunton's tender care—it wa: 
something she never would know, 

They did not meet. Almost immediate’; 
after the tragedy, which set her free, Alwyou- 
determinsd to go to London. She wis 
actuated in this, not only for her own deair 
to be away from the place where she had hee: 
go peacefal, bat because of Basil. Tie boy 
was very ili, The shock to his nervou) 
system, conming on top of so much ments! 
tronble, brought about4brough Bisir Hunter: 
evil ways, had completely shattered the frail 
strength. 

Alwynne, fortunately, found in this sorrow 
something that took tp most of her thought 
at the momen’. The Boy was so dear to her 
She fretted over him as though he were her 
own child, In London he could have the best 
advice and attention. To London tkersfors 
they must go without delay. Hago hoveriog 
onteide and abont her life, like a peri outside 
Paradise, at oncs wrote to Lady Rose Glentes 
and his-siater. 

The Trevelyans were at Torre, Jack almost 
restored to his own self, but a hint thas Hogs 
wanted her in the smallest-way was enoug! 
for Lady Gas, and, consequently, she and Jack 
and the babies, and a small retinue found 
themeclves installed in the large rambling 
honse in Eaton.square, Bianghe Gienlc 
wad paying some visits, and diti not accom. 
pany her mother to 40wn, 

“And if I said I was sorry I should be 
telling an unirath!” Lady Gus said.to her 
husband, as she confided eyeryshing, good, 
bad or indifferent. “I hope it ia not wicked 
of me, Jack, bus I simply can’t forgiv: 
Bianche, no, I can't! Just fanoy, believinz 
him to be an imposter, and turning her back 
on him when there was worry and trouble in 
frontof hia. I was horrid of her! 1 never 
was-so di inted in anybody !"’ 

‘‘ Miss Glenlea was.only true to her nasure, 
little one !” “ 

“Well, then, it ia a very poor nature,” Lac’ 
Gua decisred, “and Iam glad, yas, quite gla: 


| now that she is nos going to marry Hago. She 


ig not worth him ["’ 

‘‘ All the came, ehe would give har eyes 12 
ando what she did,” Mr. Trevelyan thougi' 
to himself. “ She is no fool, is Mias Blanche 
and I chall not be surprised if she dqss nc 
make 2 very good try to get back her lost 
position. Don’s say she will ‘succeed, in fac! 
Tam cure she won’t, but she will have # 2904 


her foe were guarded from her for ever by tas | try all the same." 
| bond of ceath, 


os 


CHAPTER XXXVL, AND LAST. 


Lord Taunton was.yot lang in mking 
known-hie wishes fo his sister. , 
‘*T want you to call on her, Gua, and s20 
there is anything yon can do, She is in gres' 
trouble. This boy is so ill, and he is very 


Tax lit¥e cottage in Yorkebire was olozed. | dear to her !" F 
Neediess'to say, Laity. Gaa was overjoyed at 
the commission, and forwith set on her visit 


The rustic population of the emall village | 
wore still eagerly discussing the cvents of thas 
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to Mrs. Ss. Vincent, the name by whivh, at 
tho desixe of her grandmother, sho was 
generally known. 

Alwynne could see-moone, She sent down 
a gentle message both to Lady Augusta Tre- 
velgan and%o Lady Rare Gienlee. Her place 
wad im the siok room, and she shrank from 
eoing amy one. 
. He was.hurt a little that she would not 
moet sister. In a dim yet certain sort 


ot wag-he se now al 
there were still many difficulties to be over- 


Her os was absolutely eloquent. Her 
jzolasion from those who desired to offer her 
irce and tangible aympathy just as eloquent. 

He grew impatient, almosé angry, as the 
days passed; bat still he waited. He knew 
the depth and intensity of her love. Now, 
gurely, this love must outweigh her pride ? 

He sent daily to inquire for Basil, who was 
slowely bat surely drifsing out of his young, 
pure life; and fruit and flowers were lefs 
constantly by his orders at the smaii quiets 
nousé. 

Lady Gua called again and again. S4e grew 

quite friendly with Marie, and they had long 
chats; bas Alwynne she never saw, muck to 
ber disappointment, 
_ “Tana sure if she conif-only know bow iil 
igs isdecking and-how thin he has, grown 
she would,pot-ha so hard. Oae of thege days 
I shall take the bull by the horna and go righ’ 
tp to rev.” “Yon ses if I'don’t; Jack!” 


Mr,. Trevelyan laughed gnd pinoked her j 


cheek. 

_ Gira der a Titjle ‘tiore more, Gas, Yow 
There axp pos many like her, I fear!” 

“ Of gourge’ I honour her. But I.don't want’ 
$9 sca my brother so aes when .& word 
from her would maka.it alf right. Ob! I do 
wish phe, would be kind to. Hago.!’ 

How Ntsle, Lady Gas or anyone knew how 

tue hesrt, qt tha. pasieut .watcher. hesid’ the 
dying boys hedside yearned fox the lovs,ahe 
kaow was hers, . 
_ alwyane chad a-bard Sek yi tenes, to Hid 
hee longings bee. yearning presence, bai 
‘1.Wae Das oply. herproa a that. held ber 
back, it was her gorrow for Basil. 

She could noti Rave “tasted joy at such a 
moment. Her only was in being 
wish her loyal litile friend, whoze whole heara 
Wet given: $0 herratter his defowed sister and 
us. caarcehy lgaa;loved friend Hugo. E 

_ Still, at) the days waned amdedesth drew 
closer @un elnser ta rab her of) fhe bay, ehe 
Daman, natnne wimhia her igrew stmwogee, end 
vikon the: iss ;came, asd sthe: ohild’s face 
smiled it Ber inoits happy, peanetal-beansy, 
64° hedts gti merase of saueitine throggh hor 
(ORE, Sirdose she staggeresyend, jefe thenoom 
‘Jes Dal, been her - home ,durigg: thase past 
Weeks ,@¢_ripgaing, one, -taought, Jramed , ingelf 
tokD Woxda,— 

‘Bagel want him. 1 withsead fos hin 
to oguyert® wae. Leannot five, wishous hia’ 

_ Ste wes worn ons with grief and: watching, 
bau before: she went to reat alae; wonkd -write 


Dim ene'lise. She eat at ber wribing-table | 


Sd took ep. her pen, end sen: ehe pacaed. 


immediatejy, egtope her were one er two 


seemed to know all at once that - 


hould,honous her for the matare aha bas. | 


letters, the uppermost of all being one in a 
large, fashionable woman's writing, 

She opened it almost mechanically, She was 
gratefal in this moment of dazed grief to turn 
to anything that would divert her shoughis, 
she dared noi let hor sorrow have fall ven 
just yet, 

Le Bey. was not familiar to-her, Sie 
unfolded the paper and begam reaming it, at- 
first with an attention that was but 
given; bat after she had grasped the 
sentences she was keenly, widely a 
= sense —— word, 

% was letter parporting . 
friend, yet each sentence waa 
crusi weapon, and strasck her-to the heart, 

With cold, mercilesa tough ber posision- was 
laid clear before her, her position and that of 
Lord Taunton’s. Great stresa-was laid upon 
the dishonoar she must surely bring to the 
old name did she dream of allying herself with 
the Earl, and at the end there came one.atate- 
ment which made her brave heart wines, 


“You, Iam sare, are not aware of ib, or 
being the weman you ste you would never 





Taunton considers himeelt, ion aemo reason or 
osher, to you. Notwithstanding the 
fact that he could, and wonld undoubtedly, 
contract a marrisgs immediately with one 
whom he has always admised and loved, he 
refuses to accept his happiness until he has 
satistied himself that the position in which he 
has fallen by mixing himaeif with your affaira 
does nos demand of him 40,gacrifice his own 
Wishes, and to make youa proposal to bacome 
his wife. Being, ag I am, convinced that a 
woman of honour and sentiment I have felt it 
only a duty, to one whom I love very dear, to 
put plain fasts before you, judging rightly 
that you will sot in & mauner that will refleos 
the greatest credit on yourself and give happi- 
j mews to oshers.—I remaia, your siucere F'arnyp 
1 asp Wein Wrsger,'’ 





Alwynue pui down this letier and sat star- 
ing 26110. It an instant-all the yearning, all 
| the love that had bsen so strong. within her 
| was-dried up in her hears. 

She could noi brasthe,or move for she 
moment, she, felt obilled to:theihone. ‘The 
| parportof this cruel letsor:had' brea so. hors 
ber deeply, tt kad» certainly »inlfiiled ita 
Bion. 
| She wanenugdedde the quick, all tha more 
because: the, advios, given in| thia letier had 
been that her own hears fwd-preachad te her 
all along, preaehed againes adi natural .weak- 
nesp.0F jepgieg 1pte thedast few houra,, Sha, 
hail. faltered. cgrown weak, ten, bus-szo 
wauldsbs: weak no lenges. Ste despised sho 
writer of the anonymong lesser, bat sho was 
baxeher so-henself. 
See gat suozen lowg tima, ake did notteuch 


sorxowial, On the staizs, 9h eiopped for an 
instant. 
“You .sball pack our tranke, Marie,”’ ebhe 
said, ‘*Yowand I will leave London the end 
cf the week after——”’ 

Marie nodded her_head. Basil bad.grown 
| into her big heart;\ she sozrowed for him 


‘Ig it for mlong jaurzey,-moa cherie? '' she 
)} asked, as. Alwynne opesded, and the girl not 
docking back, nodded herobead aad: peidin a 
Jew, burried waice,— 
‘\¥es, Mania; far ahoag journey |” J 
Tee mext sting anakad cnteredstas death 
chamber, and stood looking dowa on Baail'a 
b tame till tel Acats welled into her ayer. Ag 
ene hanned 40 go she dens w@i kiesed the cold 
prow. : 
‘+ ] will carey wont messages to your sisker 


; xayaclt, beloved dittle frien], and who Bsows 


_lamay;make myhoms out ithere? Tiere ia 
nothivg tc hold me hero now you are gpae.'” 
Then, suddenly, the senzo of his itss emote 
+ her, Since the day she bad ficat known hit ha 
j had been sovtrae, o/ loyal, ao loving, and he 





if 


would nsver speak agaia. She moved back to 
the bedside, and crouching down beside i sha 
buried her face on tha clothes, and broke iuto 
& passion of tears. 
* * . * * 

Blanche Gienlea had baen in town a week, 
‘daring which time she had taken cooasion~tc 
eall upon Lady Gas, only to find that dainty 
little porgon out, and to set herself to work to 
the beat plan for winning back the 
whom abe had 80 foolishly aad unneses- 
discarded. 
‘tay Misa Gleniee could have cut herse!? 
for what she had done would hava beeu 
form of expressiog her anger with hoz 
Bhe was simply furious, and for tha 
moment nonplasssd. 

if Hago had exhibited any resentment 
‘#owards her she would have had a slight fee!- 
ing of antisfaction, for that would have gaic, 
undonbiedly, that he regretted her action ; bas 
when he bore himeelf with such absolute 
indifference she could not but fee!, despite ali 
the explanations her vanity might have saz- 
gested, that instead of suffering pain at her 
desertion of him Hago was remarkably 


®he had noi forgotten the oald, matter-cf- 
faci-way in which he had offered her mar- 
fiage, he had made no protestations, there 
Jnad been no deception, She bad accepsed 
him knowing his heart could never be hers, 
emd-she had determined in after times to 
punieh him for this slight to her womanly 
eanty and vanity. 

The punishment she would be contents to 
forego now it she could only stand once. agsin 
where she atocd. 

Saspicion had been working in her mind for 
sometime, but she was not avsolusely con- 
firmed in the knowledge that she possesacc 
such a rivalas Alwynne until she had macs 


| 


el 


bi 
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permit such a state of sfisirs to last. Lord | relieved 





; horscif master of the contents of some letters 
j thas had passed between her mother and Lora 
| Tannion, 

| After this thera was no longer doubt, for 
| Hugo spoke openly of his love and of hi: 
| lenging—a longing that had in it something of 
despair aa he dweit.on Aiwyane’s extraordic- 
ary pride sand indomitabl will. 

These letters were Miss Gienice's:' ene. ‘Size 
wae infariated out of her cold, cabeulatio~ 
herself. She had only one desire, to gat this 
oreasure\oat-ofher path, out iof: tae world i? 
she could have uomaaged it. ‘She forgo 
honour, womantiness, charity; and when snes 
had posted:the anonymous letter abe felt abe 
had achieved her end. Hf Alwynme: were ~ 
quarter ag proud as Haga ead; this epies!s 
would lead iher far, iar away-from ali ths" 
lay now so ready to her‘tpuch, and the fiel+ 
~wonlduhe free spain fom Blaucke Gicnies.. 

The planwas & slever one, for, at wedhive 
seen, Aiwynne's prond, sensitive nature; worn 
and troubled with grist -sé. the momen’, 
wesponded: adi too quickly to the mrplicioa: 
attack, and: ker +proparmtians were; magie 1 
leave Hmgland immediately. On the, very 
day indeed tha) Basil was leid, to reat,ia bi: 
grave. Hngo had written intimasing hie desi: 
40; folio. ‘hia Jittle friend to his, last nesting 
place, ‘He ,sonreely ‘hoped sfor.. anythin 
Ataynne-be knew he; should nas gee | at-leaes 
ion thitiday,jeesenrely a8 tha tima-went bh 
wonld,tarato hint, and give his, she.nenerc 
hia patience and love en wailed him, 

The modtsefaneral ayer, he deayesback to 
the house! to.inquire sftan herenly, and. ws» 
almgst stanzed with qurprieaand pein whe 
he found.she had gong away. Nojene, coaic 
tell bim exsetly.\wiere. He. stead on ths 
idoorssep, gezing blankly before him. Was xs 
fegein allover? \Maasthe be for ever. doo-wrd 
to disappointment and despair ? 

He questioned the’ woman of the honse; 
phe oonld sell him nothing. He surat wi 
Joct and re-entered bis oab,. As he drove 
along he japsed into., mogd of utter minery 
Es anficred iatensely, and, moet of all at her 
going icom him ia this shravge, Lecter may. 
A at ones his coh palldd yp with.o jark. 
pHs rouse hisagelf so soe Cady Goa in her 
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[THE DIM LIGHT WAS MERCIEUL, AND ALWYSNE COULD SEE VEBY LITILE!] 


victoria gesticulating violently. She had so 
much to say she could hardly epesk plainly; 
but the import of it shot new life through the 
man’s disheartened frame. 

“You saw her yourself, Gus, actually and 
really 7?” 

* Yes, myself! She did not see me. She 
must be going on board to-night. The boxes 
were all labelled foran Atlantic voyage and 
they went away in the Liverpocl train. Hugo, 
where are you going?” 

**To Liverpool!"’ 

*' But, my dear, suppose there is no train? 
There may not be!” 

“I will bave a epecial! Gus, don't think 
-_ -_ it is only life or death to me, that’s 
a 33 

He was gone without another word, snd 
Lady Gus drove on her way, thinking deeply, 
but overjoyed that she should have been the 
means of eeeing him at such a moment, and 
bearing such news. 

“*Burely bis fate is going to change, this 
mutt mean good for bim}” the little creature 
said to herself. ‘Oh! to know Hugo was 
beppy 1 I would give vp allI possess in the 
world except my Jack and my babies! I 
get home and tell Jack, Suppose Hugo goes 
to America? Whata funny world it is, ail 
tps and downs! J quite expect she will bave 
started and then Hogo will follow her to New 
Yerk or the North Pole, or some equally 
distant place. Well, I like romance a little, 
bat I like it peaceful. This is too unsettling ! 
All the same, if I wanted to find Jack, I 
should not mind if I had to go twice to the 
North Pole!” . - “ " 

> 


But Hugo did not have to go to the North 
Pole. He found her on board the big stes mer 
sitting on deck, just as he remembered he 
saw her the first day she had come into his 
life. Her face was unveiled. He could read 
the regret and despair mingling with her 
pride. He went up to her very quietly. She 





did not scream when he spoke, only grew 
deathly pale. 

‘* Alwynne, I have come to find you—my 
wife !”’ was all he said. 

She shook her head, when she bad recovered 
herself a little, and shrank back from him. 

“No! no! it must not be!” 

“It must! Itsball! It will!’ he answered, 
firmly. ‘You love me! I love you! By 
right of that love, Alwynne, I command you 
to become my wife!" 

He put out hie hand and took hers. 

‘Give me this happiness, my darling!” he 
said, bis voice broken wtih emotion, ‘‘ Think 
—think how I have suffered! Oh! you must 
think of me a little!" 

The reproach hurt her, but yet she felt 
there was a troth in it. She had given all 
thought to his honour, but what of his heart ? 
Sbe looked at his face. Its worn pallor hurt 
her to the quick, tears rushed to her eyes. 

“Oh! my dear! my dear!” she said, and 
her hands clung to him. Then she looked at 
him. ‘Help me to be true, to do what is 
right! You know I love you! Yes—yes, a 
thousand times, but——"’ 

‘* What but is there ?"’ he cried, exultantly. 
“My dear, my own, with love we can face 
the world, no matter what lies before us. I 
cannot live without you, Alwynne! It is for 

ou to choose. Am I to be a wanderer all my 
ife, tracking your footsteps wherever you may 
go, or shall we make our home together, and 
give beppiness to many another beside our- 
selves ? ” 

What was ber answer? Alwynne was a 
true woman. Pride strong ss her's could not 
live before his arguments, and so she yielded, 
and for the first time in her yourg, stormy 
career could let her head rest on bie breast, 
confident in a life of peace, of happiness, of 
love ! 

” > * * 

Lord Taunton wrote one letter from Liver- 

pool, It was to his sister, telling her that he 





had found Alwynne, tbat her departure ic 
America was postponed three days, in order 
to allow of their marriage by epecial license, 
when they would both eail fcr New York, to 
carry poor Basil's last messages to bis 
bereaved sister. 

“We shall be heme in a few weeks’ time, 
and ehall take op our abode in Torre, ard 
from this day forward, Gus, yousball havexco 
reason to complain of your brother ass 
wanderer. With my beloved wife and my 
dear sister and her family I eball need 
nothing more on earth. Give Lady Rote my 
love. And oh! will you please send the 
enclosed letter to Mies Gienlee ? Itcame into 
Alwynne’s poesession, I find, but she bas ro 
need of it, and I fancy Miss Glenlee might 
like it back. My love to your dear Jack, > 
kiss to you, my Gus. Pray that our marriage 
may be happy as yours, and no greater 
blessing can come to your devoted sister ard 
brother,— ALwysnz anv TavntcN, anv Tonrx.’ 


[THE END.) 
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Tuuy say there is a remedy for every €7i), 
and at Jast one bas been found for ink.staire 
on fingers, thore oa ope blotches, shat re 
soap or rubbing with the nailbrush will ersci- 
cate. Moisten the ink-stain spot and rub it 
gently with the head of a lucifer match, ket p- 
ing the skin wet, and the stain will rapidly 
disappear. Violet ink.stsing can often be re- 
moved by rubbing them with a coarse flanzel. 

Ematn insects and animals play a promiren? 

art in the medicines of ovr great-grard- 

there. Less tben a hundred years ago the 
- remedy for whcoping-cough conpieted in 

equent dishes of fried mice, and we have it 
on the authority of a rural medical practi- 
tioner that he once encountered an unfortanate 
farm Jabourer who bad been existing on a diet 
of fried rats for eeveral months in the hope 
curing an sffecticn of the throat. 
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(‘How LovELY!”’ MURYURED RAYMOND, CATCHING SIGHT OF MISS ANSTRUTHER, 


NOVELETTE.} 


LADY GORDON’S GOVERNESS. 
ie | betel 


CHAPTER I, 


Tue sun was declining towards the west, and 
sunset, though lovely everywhere, is perhaps 
most beautiful when its rosy-and golden lights 
are reflected on the mirror-like surface of a 
lake or river. 

The river Mede, that ran through the 

ands of Hamley Court, reflected on ita 

ining surface a million of sunlit ripples, 
that made a long jewelled ladder, stretching 
away as far as the eye could see, and the reeds 
rustled in the soft, summer breeze, and the 
white ivory-like lily cups swayed hither and 
thither in their green chalices, and the ripen- 
ing corn shook its yellow orest, and the 
thickly leaved trees stirred their branches, 
murmuringly, and overhead arched the blue 
eky, tinged pink here and there by the fiery 
western sun. 

“ Bhe’s a deuced pretty girl!” murmured 
the Honourable Leslie Raymond, as he lay 
on his back smoking a huge cigar, under the 
leafy canopy of a giant oak, whose huge 
spreading branches formed a friendly shade 
trom the heat. 

“Remember, my dear fsllow,’’ drawled 
Courtney Weymonth, “ that she is only a paid 
dependent |” 

“Well, what of that? Does that take from 
or leasen her great, good looks?” 

‘*No! Only our charming hostess has six 
daughters, all more or less marriageable,”’ 

“More or lees marriageable!" echoed 
Raymond. ‘ Well, I hardly think Cissy, who 
is exactly thirteen years and three days old, 
can be classed among the marriageable ones !”” 

“Lady Desmond would betroth her to- 
morrow if she had the chance, and promise 
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her as wife to any fellow who asked for her a 
couple of years hence!” 

“ That's one way of classing her as ‘ mar- 
riageakle !'”’ 

** Don’t you know the fair Desmond well 
enough to understand her game?" queried 
Weymouth, raising himeelf a little on his 
elbow, and staring in languid surprise at his 
companion. 

“Hardly,” laughed Raymond, ‘Though 
begin to make shrewd guesses at it!” 

“Bhe is the marocnuvring, match-making 
mamma, ‘inside, and outside, and all the 
=. through,’ All is fish that comes to her 
ne’ ” 

‘‘ What, penniless fellows?’’ asked the 
Honourable, with some astonishment visible 
on hie fair, handsome face. 

‘* Yes, even penniless fellows, at first! " 

‘‘Ah! I understand! She thinks all the 
ugly ducklings are swans, until she comes to 
investigate their plumage!” 

“ That’s exactly it, my boy. She is san- 
guine, and hopes everyone will be a 
metaphorical goose, laying golden eggs for her. 
When she trots ‘em out and tries their 
pace, Angltcé, finds out how much they have 
a-year, and what their prospects are, then in 
& masterly manner she divides the sheep 
from the goats, putting the muttons on the 
one side and the venisons on the other, and 
her manner to the different animals, likely, 
and unlikely, is a fine display of consummate 
tact, and unparalleled insolence. The poor 
goats are soon sent to the right about, while 
the prize sheep are petted and flattered, and 
patted on the back, and bamboozled to any 
a by her clever and unscrupulous lady- 

Pp.’ 

‘ And still, as yet, only one of her daughters 
is engaged, I think you told me. Notwith- 
standing her tact and mar ceavres?” 

‘‘ Only one, at present, Louise, the second, 
and prettiest. Bat they are all young. Miss 
Desmond, the eldest, is only twenty-five, so 
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there is hope for every one of them with such 
& tactician of a mother!” 

‘* What is her object in chasing and chevy- 
ing fellows to catch them as sons-in-law? I 
should have thought she might possess her 
soul in patience, and wait with some show of 
decency until men came forward of themselves 
and proposed. The girls are far from ugly, 
and are pleasant, healthy looking girle; but 
all their attractions will be marred by their 
mother’s unholy antios,"’ 

‘* Well, you see, they are totally unprovided 
for, and six girls without a ‘tocher' are & 
serious responsibility.” 

‘‘Totally unprovided for!” echoed Ray- 
mond, in astonishment. ‘‘ What, with thie 
lovely estate ?”’ and his eyes wandered across 
the sunlit flower-gemmed breath of emerald 
grass, to the sunlit, diamond bright waters, 
that rippled away so merrily between the 
mossy banks, and to the ~~ | deer E 
beyond, where graceful doe and agile fawn 
grazed 'neath the cedar and oak trees, 

“This estate is theirs only during Sir 
John's lifetime!” 

“Indeed! How is that?” 

“ Btriotly entailed in the male line. Des- 
mond has no son. So, failing a male heir 
here, it goes to his nephew, Dick Desmond.” 

‘That horsey: looking fellow, who is always 
hanging about? ” 

“ Yes.” 

** Don't much like the out of his jib.” 

‘* Perhaps not! Still Lady Desmond does, 
and it is not her fault that he is not now the 
husband or the intended husband of one of 
her six demoieelles,” 

‘I gee, She would keep Hamley Court in 
her own immediate family, not let it clip 
through her fingers?" 

“Exactly so. I a believe, though ehe 
is fond of the girle after her own queer fashion, 
that she would barter the whole of them in a 
heap for a son |!” 

* Well, considering the kind of woman ehe 
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ia, ons can hardly wonder at that. It isa 
very charming place. Any one, even an 
unworldly person, would feel bitterly having 
to give it up.” 

‘‘I should think ao, I should be absolately 
ferocious. Yon arg no longer surprised at her 
matrimonial matceaynes, are you, Rag- 
mond?” — 

“No, not at-all” 


ane are fair game.fer her ladyship’s 
plots.” 

“Oh, I am only ® younger son,” emiled 
Rsymond, nonchalantly, as heflippedithe aah 
off his cigar. 

‘‘ And @ denced deal better off than: yonnger 
sons generally are,” remarked Weymonth. 

“Qh, I don't knaw!”’ 

“I do, though, Xon'we a cool threethonsand 
o- Fear, and expectations.’ 

‘What are the expectations?" inquired 
Leslie, 

“ Why, you have an unmarried brother an 
Batl, and every one knows Deverell is killing 
himeelf by his«xcesses.”’ 

Pah!” exclaimed Raymond, a look of dis- 
gusi clouding hie handsome face, “I am 
hardly the sort-of fellow to long for dead men’s 

‘'T Bnowdthas,”’ nded Kis anion, 
osolly. Bat adbaniies meaheene et Lady 
Desmonti's type don’t."’ 

“ T veritably believe," excigimed Raymond, | 
with & ringing peal of laughter, ‘that you 
have brough$ me into the lion’s den as a sop 
to Cerberus to save your own skin!” 

Wey month grinned alittle. 

‘There is no donbs you are better worth 
hunting than Iam. Your income is three 
times a3 much, and——”" 

‘‘And so you kindly-bramght me here to 





divert attention from yourself, to save your- 
self from becoming an unwilling Benedict ?”’ 

‘‘ Oh, you are able to take care of yourself. 
No fear of you Reing caught. Alter all, anieas 
& fellow makes a confounded asa of himzelf, 
scd commits himself to a definite promise, he 
can’t be married against his will!" 

‘IT am-not-o sure of that. Anyway I like 
the little governess ont and away the beat, 
What's: her name?” 

He avked the qreation abruptly, and aa. he 
- — bine 1 yarn t away.to the 
stose-clipped trim lawn, gay with surrounding 
masses OP brig need gummer flowers, to 
where, under a big cedar, 2 girl was sitting, 
her white-robed figure thrown up . sharply, 
coameo-fashion, against the dark trank of the 
tree. 

‘*Twe teld you hefors; and you've beea 
introduced to her.” 

“ Yes, I know, Oaly.I difin’t cktah ik Raby 
something, isn’s it?” 

“Yes, Ruby Anstruther." 

“A pretty name, It jost suits her.’’ 

“ Lealie,” said Weymonth, very solemaly. 
turning his dark eyes on his friend’s;:faos, + I 
—_— helieye you are gone on the Hitle gover 
nessa *” 

“TI geally believe I am," rejoined tie 
Hononrable Leslie, ashe rose to.bie feat, with , 
a light laugh, and tossed away theseng cf tis 
cigar. ‘She is sweat snd dainty emongh to 
tempt St. Anthony himeelft” 

“And you are angthing save a. seins!’ 
retorted Weymouth, with an SBE HeLin Z 
laugh, ' 

“Tam not an atom worse ¢han she.general | 
ran of fellows,” ssid Raymond, qaite seri. | 
ously, as though wishing: to.aseore, bimeeif } 
of that fact. ‘‘ Not Balt ao, badtasisome, | 
There's very-iitile in my psaé, shat L.eheaid be 
ashamed of my wife knowing, if Lhad.one.’’ 

“A wife! Are you thinking .ofsa-wite? ” 
queried Weymouth. “ Egad, if you,aze, my 
dear fellow, the little governsss..bas made a 
deeper impression than 1 thoughé. possibie, or 
than you are aware of!" 

“Rabhish!" exclaimed thg other, a trifle 
impatiently, picking up:a 4até.of graves and 
pitching it into the river, ‘ Qan’s a dellaw | 
dioiza & lovely face withons beiag soonsed at 
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ne 


; amisble employer, and a family who followed 


once of wanting to marry its owner, be she & 
princess or a chamber-maid ? ” 

‘‘ Admiration not infrequently jeada a fallow 
at | aes altar, which often proves a 

“Don’t, Weymouth!’ groaned his friend. 
“‘ Your jokea-are execrable | '’ 

“ Don't-let ms detain you,” remarked Wey- 
month, with sarcastic “% There is 
the lady, aud very charming, shes loos I must 
admis, you had better go. and -esoure her 
ondivided attention before Cissy comes oni, 
or Desmond monopolises her. I saw him 
hanging abont the stables a listie while ago. 
From a.mare to.a fair is an easy 
— for horsey Dick |” = 

“ eepris?'’ inquired Rayuaond, his eyes 
fixedson the white-robed figure gnder the old 


“ Awfally, L take:ié | "’ 

“T have seen-no signs of it. Ithonghtit was 
ene-of the Desmond girla he meant to honour 
with bia attentions." 

‘“‘ Awtally, bubaeoretiy, my friend. He fears 
Lady Dasmend ag @ good many others do, and 
as abe ishiz aunt, she has a ready-made exause 
for lecturing and bullying him, aud he knows 
it, and secordingly digsembles! ” 

* Poor devil! I pity him” 


pi 
“BSodoll Bat I pity the little governess | 


more.” 


“Una-um!" ejacalated Raymond, as he 
turned and strolied slowly away towards she 


cedar, while his friend watched him with o | 7° 


merry twinkle in his shrawd eyes. 
Mies er's beak was interesting. 


seeing that i) embarraseed her, and made the 
colour flicker uncertainly in her:fair cheeks, 

“If T baven’t a preference, how can I own 
ta is?’ Some@how \the brown eyes were up. 
lifeed for the-apace of asmoment to his, 

‘* Well, may I cheose some novela for you? 
Some of my own favourites? I am sending 
up to town for a new-wark jastisamed on the 
‘horse, and I will write Mannsel towend then 
down at the same time,” 
ssauiah Rai, sith ccutipeaiias etee. 

aby, with ick, itch. 
ing glance, that made Raymondis ~palsee beai 


“Ob, it is nothing,” he.rejoimed: *‘Oniy 
you might be very kind to mse, Miss 
Austrather, if you would!"’ 

“I kind? How?” she queried, adslight. 
fal look of amazement on her ewest face, 

“By letting mse sketeh you. May I?" 
leaning down in & persuasive fashion. 

“ It—if y Desmond dossm’t- mind!” abs 
i i ‘by no meana 
wonld say. 


man. 

‘LT dont know.” 

‘Neither do I,” he responded, prompiiy, 

“Sie might think I not to.” 

‘Ta it necessary 00 tell her?’ he suggsaicd. 
with a touch of Macbiaveliism. 

“Wo-o. Perbapa not.'’ 

“7 donlt think sc. Some morning when 
are not basy——"' 

“Bast,” sabe interrupted, qaickly, “I am 
always busy in the mornings. Tasre are the 


4 


; Wy i) 
She was deeply absorbed in it; so deeply, in | childeenta leasona. 


faci, that she never raised her eyes until a 
black shadow fell. athwart the page, then 
looking up witha slight akars, she enqonutered 
the intené gez2 of Lesli¢ Raymond's blue syes, 


* Tre afierncon:them? To. morrow or nex! 
gay? Oaly do let it be goon. I am doings 
lissle picture for my sister, Lady Gordon 
and the central figare is minus a head as 





and while & slight dash swept across her face, | Pre#en*. 


her pretiy lips ourved away from.the white | 


* Really 2?” with a little upliftiag of tie 


teeth ‘in a glad, welcoming smile, for Ray, | Dreterrdaimty head. 


mond waa one of the few who treated Raby | 


“Yes, You don’t ask why." 


with the most oourteous and deferential ; + Why, then ?” she smiled. 


respecs. 


** Because I have not come sorags any fave 


Chivalrons and attentiee to.all sec he | that realised my ideal, until I saw you,” 
’ { 


waa doubly, trebly so 40 this girl, little more | *‘ Oh, please, don’t!" she murmared, rather 


than a child, who was paid dependent at | PASBElE. & Coogee 


Hamiey.Caqrt, and who had to, bear as best 
she, could the. snears sud sanmis of a.notto0 


in the footsieps of theiz mother, and troubled 
shemselvés not at all about thacfeslings and 
foibles of their depspdenss. 

What; wonder was it. than shad her sweet, 
winsome; {aes Lighted-up at Leslie Raymond's 
sppecach, that a .gladsome gleam erept inio 
the. wiaifal,: brown) eyes, chasing away the 
shadows all too melancholy to linger ‘in euch 
‘youthfal onba 7 

“ Your book seemminteresting t” said Ray- 
mond, as he approached, doffing hie-cap. 

“ Yas, it. ia very inessesting,’” she replied, 
looking up st him, the smile-deepsning, 


Whee is in? be asived; taking it from-her | 


hand. 


flash, crimgoning her brow. 
throat, and delicate, shell-like sara, 

“16 is the trata» Your colouring is ex 
quisite, Miss Anatrajher. Exouse my saying 
so $0 you so openly, Bat any man who has 
phandied a bensh .cannos. bus, be.atrack.by ii. 
One.ae) dom _sest.such 2. faieciain, and galden 
hair. combined. with, dark eyes." ‘ 

* Dowod readly like.it?" ahe askhady with a 
little air of very genuine surprise, 20% 
nomingled with doubt 

‘* Yoa, really. Whydo you ask?”’ m 

‘* Beoanas, Lady Deamond haseo often aaii 
that wary fair pceple, like; ma, have.a faded, 
washed ont appeanaucs.that is sickly |” 

nab cctaaiasagisea ah 
Sra smile playing about hia month as ue 
thasght ot her bnxom, bouncing danghter: 

i somewhat. valgan cojonmng, 





‘<* Weatwards Hoi’ * 


“One. of the best boske that ever was!” 


wristen(" he exeisimed; with boyieh en. | 
thnsiaaa. \ 

“ Lehink ao!" she>rejoined, -with equal | 
entausiasm. ‘' Tahalbbe-so sorry when I read 
te lagt-wend."' 

“That ie what felt. Imusefiad you-some 
other interesting: books. Do you‘iike tales of 
adivenésuces, or love diories?"’ 

Tae young man’s eygs -songht herg as he 
pas she question, and egain; the rose flash 
aweps over her face:to: the: roots of the silky, 


“ Yesand I shoughs-every one.wouid thick 
© Yon gee, tantes diffes,’! 
Yes." 


* Sod you, promias 40 give.me a sitting?” 
& vary pleading look in thevbright, blac ey ss. 

* Yea, if you.wish, i4.”’ 

“T dowery mugh. My piaturs ia.a syivac 
gcans, 80, il we ar §.40 mees in the wood 
near = brook to-morrow at feuc.; Nou. will 
come?" 

Shs answered ‘' yes" hurciadly;as, hwo,.gizis 
of thirteen or fourteen came fiping,owar dhe 
lawo to ber. 





goldenlosks that fell over the white brow in 
& mass Of rings.and carla, 


“On, Mias -Austyather,” tbey.bath. onied, 


| proathlessly, ‘another eays.we. may goydown 


« | like both,” she responded, the-heavy lids after dinner to-night,.aud we-are,te.weat Onc 


falling over the dark eyes—soft, dark, valvety 
as an antelope’s—a.thing-which Raymond did 
not at all desire, for he felt jast then as 
though he could gaze for ever into-thgir sols 
deptha. 

“ You wan't own to so prefereres for senti- 


, ment. onea?’’ he persisted, a little unkindly, 


} white frocks, and yor.ate to.g0 too, aadrvon § 
ig be jolly?” 

“You abomlin't. aay that,” reproved, she 
; liibls wovernesa, geniiy. 
{ “Batis willybajally,” inaieted Laura, the 
\elder ofthe Awe youngess Mias Desmond. 
\who was in the habit of contradicting and 
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setting at defiance poor Raby, “ and it will be 
joltier if you play your guitar, Mr. Raymond, 
will yon, and sing that Spanish song 7?” 


“ Not if you are a naughty little girl, and - 


disobey your governess,” replied the young 
nian ‘aitogly, hia face losing the tender look 
it had worn while talking to Raby. . 

‘ Oh, Miss Anstrather is eo absardly prim 
and proper!" said the girl, disdainfally. 
“ Mother ie quite right when she says she 
ought to have been-a Qaaker!” ; 

Raby flashed painfnHy at these imrpndent 
words, and her mobile face showed how dis- 
tresged ehe wae, though she did not venture to 
reprimand her anraly pupil, and Raymond 
said nothing, netwithatanding that he did feel 
inclined to take the red-faced, black-eyed, 
cquare-eet Laurs by the shoulders,and tell her 
to go off to bed, ag a punishment for-not being 
civil to her governess. 

Bat he knew it would noi do, so he held bis 
peace, and watehed the three of them knook- 
ing the tennis balla abont until the first bell 
rang, when, with a kind word to Raby, he 
strolled slowly intothe house with Weymonth, 
who had come up to wateh the tenuis, fo dress 
for dinner. 





CHAPTER il, 


Trere were three or four guests ai Hamley 
Goart thas night kesides the house party, 
moatly men. A_ portly, purple - faced 
widowered reotor, whom her ladyship was 
trying to entrap for one of her numerous 
daughters, &.couple of officers from the camp 
at Downoliffe, a young, busolic idiot who had 
jast come of age, and into pozssrzion of « fine 
old house and estate in the neighbourhood, 
and widow, aMre, Van Tromp, fair, fragile, 
aad thirty-five, who, withous being actually 
bandsome, was attractive, dressed to perfec- 
tion, and was a universal favourite with the 
m6n. 

Perhaps, for the same reason that ehe feund 
fayour in Lady Desmond's eyes, namely for 
her openly avowed intention of never, entering 
again into the holy, or as it had keen, ino her 
case, ¢he unholy estate of matrimony, 

The deosased Yan Tromp had been more 
‘kan double her age, a Dutchman with ali a 
Hollander’s worad proclivities, ugly as Satan 
and rich as a Jew, and Isabel. Melfis bad been 
forced, shuddering, by.an-impeouniaus and 
dissolute father into.the arms of this atrocious 
old villain, Sol, in fact, for the Hollanger’s 
gald pieces, with which be libsrally supplied 
his father-in-law during his lifetime, 

The admiration ho. feit for. his gracetal 
young wife turned to bitter hatred when he 
tound ber cold, repellent and disdaizful, and 
he heaped every insult he could on her, which 
abe ecuduged with Spartan-like fortitade for 
ten dreary years, 

Then death mercifally released. her from 
boudage, and Van Tromp, thopgh hs had 
sbased and outraged her while hs lived, left 
her ‘a very handsome fortune, untrammelied 
by aay eonditions, at his death. 

Possibly he knew he was safe ia, doing this, 
aud that.no woman who.had bad the miafcr- 
tane aad the shame of being his wife, would 
ever trot her life and happiness.in the hands 
of aucther man. 

For fiva years. she had been a widow, and 
20 pereuasian, no pleading from any,member 
of the eterner sex had availad to.alter her de- 
termination. Even.the gossips ssid, Leslie 
Raywond, who might one day bs Harl of 
Daverell, had prspoged and been refnzed, 
which was certainiy astonishing, for report 
caida, daxing Van Tzomp’s lite ho bad dans his 
best, in a Platonic fashjon, to pousole the 
neglected, .and insulted wife. Which was 
exonsable, seeing that ehe was. his sister, 
Lady Gordon's deavest, and oldest friend. 
row having hous if achool.together since the 
2gs of4en, and havi 5 
friendehip, ving always kept up the 

Ste woleomed all her friendz—msle and 
fomale—at her charming houre in Curzm- 





street, Mayfair; and Raymond, with Wey- 
mouth and many others, had'the entrée of is. 
Bat rot one of them could say he got any 
decided encouragement, or any cause to think 
the fascinating widow meant to let him step 
into Van Tromp's empty shoes. 

She was bright, charming, friendly with 
them all. But marriage, no! that-was-a fence 
she would not take again, head'‘her towards it 
how they would. 

The burnt child was shy of the fire that had 
scorched her so terribly, that had shrivelled 
up all her illusions, ruined and laid waste the 
best years of her life; and now there was 
the added fear that suitors might woo her 
largs fortune rather than herself. 

She was tall, and always too perfectly 
Greszed not to attract attention; and that 
night, as ehe stood underneath the rose- 
coloured lamps that shed such a charming 
subdued light around Lady Desmonti's reom, 
she was, 93 Usual, surrounded by men, all 
eager for the honour of taking her in to 
dinner, 

However, she feli to the lof of Raymond, 
who drew her hand through his arm with a 
little gentle pressure ashe led her across the 
hall to the dining-room, where, presently, she 
found herself between her escort and Wey- 
month, while Raymond had Miss Desmond 
on his other side, who streck up sach a lively 
conversation with him, that he had not an 
opportunity of speaking to Mre. Van Tromp 
until dinner was haif over. 

“Are you still ai The How?” he asked, 
softly, 

‘Yea, Marion insisis upon my remaining 
there for the-present,” she replied. 

“ And you have-consented to forego the de- 
lights of the London season to please her?”’ 
hs gueried, with asmile. 

“The delighta of the London season are 
nearly oyer. Ina short time now butterflies 
of fashion wiil be seeking the rural delights of 
the country.” 

“Yes, I suppose 20,” he rejoined, with a 
sigh. 

“Why that sigh?" she inquired, turning 
her clear, grey eyes on him with a question. 
ing glance, 

“IT don’t know, Did I sigh?” 

*'Portentonsly. Are you already ennuy? 
with the delights of Hamiey Court ?"’ 

“They are very subatential delights,’ he 
replied, with a swift, comical glance at the 
four elder, rosy. cheeked Desmond demoiselies 
who were dotted about the table at -intervals, 
all anchored, by the masterly strategies of 
their mamma, beside sligible men. 

“Very. Still, I caught a glimpse of « very 
charming pieos of womanhood-as I drove up.” 

“Indeed ?’ he ejaculated, jasts trifle hypo- 
a for of course be -koew she meant 

aby. 

“Yes, A pocket Venus in a white gown, 
with the most lovely golden hygir, and a com. 
plexion that was-a marvel if nataral. Jast 
likethe‘heart of a blush rose on the qhesk, all 
the rest of a creamy whiteness, with ligs of 

y redness. Indogeribabiy loveiy.” 

“ You must mean the children's governsae! "’ 
he said, with asammed nonohalancs, far though 
Isabel Van Tromp-bad refused. hior, he apill 
felt horribly guilty when he thought of the 
admiration with which Miss Anstruther had 
inspired him, over aij Isabel Yan Tromp’s. 

‘Ths governess?’ with a littie interroga- 
tiveapliieing of the delicately-pencilled exon 
brows 


“Yes, She has yellow hair, and a pink 
end white skin.” 


“ What a bald, miaaraiile description of | 


femizine loveliness,” emiled the witiow. ‘So 
like s man. The child stragk meas being 


wbaofately beantiful. Bat men seldom ap- 
practste brsad-and*huteer beanty.” 


“ Ob, Gon’ethey ?” thought Raymond, bus 
alond be mumbled something that was quite 
unintelligible to hia companion. 

“Ds the ohildren come 
dinner?” 

‘*Not often. Bat I heard that young pickle 


down after 


Lsara say she was coming down to-night, and 
the governess too.” 

* Then I shall see her near, and ‘be able to 
criticics that wonderfal complexion at close 
quarters," 

“Yer, Only dan's stare at her ¢co hard, 
for the child's bashful t’’ 

“Oh, have you found that ont already?" 
and Mre. Van Tromp laughed a little, and 
throw-a swift, keen glance at her companion. 
For what woman oan bear with stoical 
equanimity, the defection of an.adorer? Let 
her treat him never so coldly, let her refuse 
him sn hundred times, let her dectara over 
and over again thas she cannot, will not, must 
nct secept him as:her busband ; and yet, when 
he finds consolation in the smile of another, 
and discovers rarer beauties in the face of 
some lately met fair one, the feminine icicle 
feels an altogether unjust rage, and tells her- 
telf she is basely deserted by the man who 
has begged and prayed for her love, till he has 
wearied of what seems utterly beyond reach, 
a3 Unatiainable as the Edelweiss. 

** It ig not difficult to find out,’’ he replied, 
trying not to look conscious, and succeeding 
rather badly. ‘' Considering she blushes, if o 
fellow only says good morning to her, and 
nothing more!” 

‘‘And I suppose ‘a fellow’ or any fellow 
often does.ssy a good deal more?” remarked 
Mere. Van Tromp, tentatively, pretending to 
trifle with the grapes on her plate, while she 
watched Leslie closely, under cover of her 
long iasbea, 

“T daresay,” he rejoined, carelessly, ‘‘ men 
are generally ready to talk to the owner of & 
pretty fase!" 

“Too ready, sometimes!" asid the widow. 
sighing a little in ber turn, for the sight of 
Raby’s fresh young loveliness, the loveliness 
of a girl gtill.in her teens, had bragght to her 
forcidly the fact thai her own charmg were on 
the wane, that ai thirty-five a woman. began 
to travel rapidly towards the bourn of old age, 
and ugliness, was in danger of being shelved, 
of seeing, herself. passed by and neglested for 
younger and more atéractive rivals. 

** Oun't be too ready ta get the benefit of a 
good thing,” he responded, lightly, ‘' Teli 
me,'’ ks went-on a moment later, ‘how waa 
Brown Bess when you left?” 

“Very well, Jagt a little fresh." 

' Pining atter,me?"’ 

“How vain you are,” smiled Mrs, Van 
Tromp, “to imagine even your mare cannos 
exiet a, weak without.you!t” 

“Sho is tha only thing that can’t, and 
doesn’t willingly,” be said, quickly, a touch of 
bitteraessin his light-tone. “I believe Baas 
loves .me better than anyone ele in the 
world!’ and for a,moment his bluse eyes 
dwelt almost angrily on his pompanion's fair. 
pale face; dwelt in such a way that her 
colour changed just a. little, a piok tinge, like 
that sean.in the heart of a gea-shell, stealing 
soross the marble whiteneas of her skin, 

‘ Pogsibly,’ she sgreed, .with a little 
aggravating air of indifferenas. ‘ One's dog, 
or one’s horse is generally the moat faithfal of 
all ones friends.” 

‘* Friends!" ho-echosd, more hitserness in 
hia voioen, “I was hardly thinking of 
friends 
| “No, xeally 7” 

“¥ou &now L was not, Isabel!” he 
' exelaimes, in, an angry. whisper. 
| Plaass remember where you are,’ she 
| nuggesed ia a very meek, low tone, 
| Tam pot likely to forget.” 

{ **O4, I thought you were!" 

; Yon never Jet nto,” potasedly. 

, “IT em-alsogether a wretoh!”’ she'told him, 

,coolly, “ Why not transfer your.friendahip 

\ to. some, other, and more appreciative member 

al my aex?” ’ 

| * Pethaps, I shall take your advice,” ba 
said, coldly, and,tursing, be devoted himeelf 

| daring the remainder of dinner 4o Miss Des- 
mond, mish t6 that young waman’s delight. 

{ gacbefors ber mind's eye danoed the balla and 
epikes of au Harl's coronst. 
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Mrs. Van Tromp had some time to reflect ' 
on his words, that gave the firat hint of 
rebellion, for shortly afterwards Lady Des. 
mond rignalled a diamond. decked dowsger at , 
the other end of the table, and the corpulent 
Reotor arose with the alacrity of an elephant, 
and held the door open for the ladies to file 
out, and she found herself alone in the draw- 
ing-room by an open window ; at leisure to 
cogitate over what he had said, and criticise 
the other occupants of the room, if she chose 
to do s0. 

At first she did not. There was no one 

icularly interesting; but, after a time, 
aura and Cissy Desmond appeared in white 
muslin frocks, and flaring red sashes, their 
lank black hair falling in rat-like tails on their 
shoulders; and with them, also in a orisp, 
white frook, with a satin belt around her slim 
waist, and her only ornament a banch of 
creamy tea roses tucked into it, was the owner 
of the wonderfal complexion, about the 
naturalness of which the widow had her 
doubts. 

She scrutinised the girl closely. Prompted 
thereto by an unwonted feeling of interest. 
Interest in the one, who her keen intuition 
warned her might be her supplanter in the 
s ffeotions of the only man she had ever really 
cured for. 

She was bound to admit the little gover- 
ness’s beauty. In fact, she had already done 
so to Raymond. She was too attractive a 
woman herself to quibble over or detract from 
the charms of another. j 

Still she experienced a sharp pang at her 
heart, the firet of many and many an after | 
twinge, as she studied the charming child-face 
with its sweet mobile, wistfal mouth, and 
pathetio, gazelle-like eyes. 

She was exquisite. There was no other 
word to deccribe her. From the crown of her 
curly, gold. tressed head to the tip of her little 
foot. A pocket Venus, in truth. 

“ You are studying the young instructress 
of youth?” observed Weymouth, when the 
men came in, dropping into a chair beside the 
fair widow, for whom he cherished a sincere | 
but hopeless affection. 

** You mean the children’s governess?” with 
a — uplifting of the heavy white lids, 

‘ es.”” 


mm ree oe ee 


 Bhe is sufficiently remarkable to command 
attention, don't you think eo?” 

“ She is exquisitely pretty,” he allowed, after 
a brief but keen survey of the unoconscions | 
girl. ‘ Still her colouring is too brilliant to 
please my taste. I prefer something Jess pro- | 
nounced, more subdued,” and to point his 
remark, he let his eyes dwell on his com- 
panion’s pale face. 

“Bhows that your taste is bad and wants 
educating. That child's skin is like cream | 
and blush rosea!’’ 

** Oh, the old simile,” he exclaimed, with an 
air of disdain. ‘Don’t myself believe that 
any woman's skin can be half so fine as the 
petal of a flower.” 

“Goth! Her's is as near perfection as pos- 
sible. I thought it was due to art when I first 
saw her !’? 

*‘ Charitable, as women generally are one to 
another!” 

** You can see now,” he added, with a little 
spice of malice in his tones, “ that it is per- 
fectly natural. See how the carnation spreads 
over cheek and throat as Raymond speaks to 
her. Nopainted woman could blush like that, 
though I believe our American cousins have 
discovered a means by which ancient females, 
who have long said adieu to youth and bash- 
falness, may conjure up the semblance of 
ey a even if only at the tip of their 
nose !"’ 

Mrs. Van Tromp laughed a little, and ' 
appeared amused. Still her hands closed con- 
vulsively on her fan as she saw Raymond | 
bend down and whisper something to the 
governess, romething that brought that shy, | 
lovely rosebloom to her cheek. | 

It seemed that he was acking her to sing, 
for after a while when Dick Desmcnd joined 


| @ timid, half reluctant air, an 


, Mrs. Van Tromp, at the conclusion of her 


, Seizing his pencil, and ——— to sketch her 
| is so natural and graceful, Of < urse, she 


his persuasions to Raymonds, she get up with 

i casting & 
frightened ce towards Lady Desmond who 
was regarding her closely through the gold- 
rimmed pince nez perched on the bridge of her 
high Roman nose, went over to the piano, and 
began the prelude to ‘‘ Spinning.” 

The Misses Desmond had already sung, 
treating their guests to varieties of the penny- 
tin-whistle style, and one or two members of 
the house party ; but Miss Anstruther's per. 
formance put all the others in the shade. 

Her voice, a fall, sweet, rich contralto, 
vibrating and flexible, was deliciously fresh, 
and though little trained was particularly 
pleasing. 

All the men hung on her notes, which, trem- 
bling and uncertain at first, became distinct 
and firm as she went on, gathering courage, 
losing herself, and her fear, and embarrass- 
ment in the delight of pouring forth sweet 
sounds, 

‘Of what is Lady Desmond tbicking to 
keep sach ® rara avis in her house, when she 
bas so many daughters to marry?" inquired 


song. ‘That child is attractive enough to 
win any man from even glancing at her com- 
monplace daughters!” 

‘You must remember,”’ smiled Weymouth, 
“that every crow thinks its own squab the 
best. No doubt our hosteas fully believes that 
her ‘equabs' can compete with and out-dis- 





_ tance any others easily |” 


* She will awake one day to the fact that | 
she has made a ghastly mistake!” | 

‘No doubt! Only I fancy the real reason 
why she keeps her is that Miss Anstrather 
asks but a very small stipend, and also, per- 
haps, because Sir John wishes it. She is a 
relation of his first wife’s,’’ 

*Isee. That would account for it;” and 
then the widow turned the conversation into; 
poe a channels, and chatted with apparent 
gaiety. 

Still, she was the first to make her adieus, ; 
and left soon after ten o’olock to face a drive 
of eight miles to The How, Lady Gordon's! 
place, at which she was staying. 








OHAPTER III. 


Tue next day, shortly before four o'clock, 
Raymond wended his way to the heart of the 
wood, through which dim, cool, leafy recess 
ran a eparkling brook, on the bands of which 
were clumps of delicate, emerald-hued moss, 
rare feathery ferns, whose fine fronds were of 
fairy-like beauty, while great yellow king-cups 
lifted their royal heads, and modest forget. me- 
nota bloomed; where the twittering of the | 
birds sounded faint and musical, and harmon. 
ised with the incessant hum of countless 
ny that made their home in the green 
wood, 

Near the brook he stopped abruptly, to feast | 
his eyes on a lovely sight. Reclining amid 
some fallen trees was Miss Anstruther, in one 
of her favourite white gowns, fast asleep. 
Her broad brimmed shady hat she held in one 
little hand, the other was fall of ferns and' 
wild flowers, while her gold treesed head had 
fallen back, and was pillowed against the 
rough dark bark of the tree trunk. 

Exquisite she looked, the long, dark Jashes 
sweeping the fair cheek, the rosy lips slightly 
parted, the golden curls tumbling in charm- 
ing confusion over the white brow, kissed by 
& few vagrant sunrays, that stole here and 
there through the thick leafage, that formed 
above her a triumphal arch, 

‘How lovely!"” murmured Raymond, 


at once. ‘‘ Mustn’t lose the oppor': ity; pose 
won't mind, she bas said I might sketoh her!" 
and so salving his conscience, he worked away 
steadily for twenty minutes. 


bosom, with each inspiration, she might have 
been a statue, so moveless was she. Not an 
eyelash quivered, not a finger stirred. There 
she lay as still as if death had overtaken her, 
and robbed her of the power of motion, 

“Don’t wonder that she is tired ?"’ he wen 
on half aloud. “Shut op in that beastly 
schcolroom, with those impudent brats aij 
the morning. Enough to kill anyone slaving 
away for four hours at a stretch, trying to 
hammer knowledge in to thick ekalls. She 
is much too lovely for such work. She'd grace 
any station. Fancy her at the opera in a 
satin gown and diamonds, or in a court train, 
and all those feathers and farbelowes women 
wear when they ge to kiss Her Majesty's 
hand, why, she'd be bewitching, simply 
bewitching! Little darling!" He took a good 
long lock at the unconscious sleeper, a look 
that would have made Mrs. Van Tromp’s 
heart ache, could she have seen it. 

‘‘ Luoky the fellow who wins her for a wife, 
So sweet and unaffected. Gad, I wish she'd 
wake up now and let me have a look into 
those dark eyes of hers. Never have seen 
anything like them for beauty. Gives a 
fellow all sorts of delightfal sensations when 
she looks at him,"’ and he took another long 
look. and just then a big bumble bee came 
blundering along, and as though to help him, 
and perhaps mistaking Raby’s cheek for a 
damask rose, flew straight at her face, and 
buzzed abont, a proceeding which made her 
open her eyes, and sit up, brushing the buzzing 
intruder away with her hand. 

The next moment she was aware of the 
presence of the young man. 

‘* Oh, Mr. Raymond, have I been asleep?” 
she asked, blushing divinely. 

‘* Yes, fast acleep!" he rejoined, smiling. 

‘*How stupid of me?” getting up, and 
smoothing out the crumpled folds of her gown, 
ee a little nervous geature of the tiny white 

8. 

* Not at all,” he hastened to assure hey. 
“ Quite natural that you should fall asleep in 
& dim, cool place like this, coming ont of the 
glare and heat. I am only sorry, though, that 
you woke just then!” 

* Why?” regarding him inquiringly with 
the big, brown eyes. 

*Beoause I have noé finished my sketch, 
and you will not be able to put yourself in 
e ly the same attitude!” 

“TI will try if you wish!” she said, meekly. 

* Will you try? Please do then. Another 
quarter of an hour will help me immensely,” 
and then as the girl settled herself obediently 
back against the fallen trees, the audacious 
fellow leant forward, and looking straight 
down into the soft dark eyes said, ‘* Forgive 
me, but may I see the colour of your eyes? 
You know I have not hada chance of studying 
them yet!’ 

‘' Haven’t you?"’ she murmared, blushing, 
and of course dropping her lids after her usual 
aby fashion. 

*‘ No, and really this won’t do,”’ authorita- 
tively. “ You must look at me, please, or I 
shall never catch the colour and expression,” 
and then as she ps Spy blushing and slowly, 
he worked away with a will, for he was deter- 
mined this lovely face ehould be depicted in 
the picture that was to grace the little cabinet 
at Pedy Marion Gordon’s house, The How. 
Moreover, it was a work of love. He felt he 
could sit there for ever, in that cool, dim, 

een, leafy solitude, with that bright, beauti- 

al face before him, listening to the musical 

tones of her voice, feeling that she was near 
him, and for him alone, shared with none 
other, not even a word a glance all for him! 

“Ig it done?" she asked after a while, a9 
he threw down his pencil, and rose with the 
sketch in his hand, 

“Yes, Iam sorry to say that it is! All I 
can do to day!" 

‘© May I see it?” 

“Certainly. Do you think it a good like- 











“Poor child! Tired out, I suppose,” he 


' Murmored, wondering a little at her immobi- 


lity, as but for the regular rise and fall of her 


ness?’’ handing her the pad. 
“Oh, yes, wonderful! Only much 100 
pretty |” she cried, as she coanned the hastily 
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sketched pictare, that faithfally represenied 
tho delicate features, the dimpled chin, the 
rings and curls of silky gold, the gazelle-like 
eyes, the sweet expression. 

“J beg to differ with you,” he smiled. “I 
do not think it half pretty enough!” 

“Q., Me. Raymond! ” she exclaimed, con- 
tasedly. 

“Js ia trae, Has no one evar told you you 
are pretty bafore, Miss Anstrather?” he 
asked, in a half bantering tone. 

“Na, I don’s think they have,” she re- 
sponded, seriously. ‘‘ Lady Desmond always 
tella me I am quite plain.” 

“And you take her word for it?” 

“Yes, Fair people are inaipid.” 

‘Not always, and you have dark eyes.” 

‘Bat my skin is so white, Ohalky, as 
Laura calls it. So different from Miss Des- 
mond’s,” 

‘‘ Yes, somewhat,”’ he argued, amusedly, 
thinking it was the difference between a deep, 
coarse-hued peony and a damask rose, ‘§) 
Laura calls it chalky ?" 

“ Yes,” with a sigh. 

“Toat is rather impertinent in a pupil, 
isn't is?” 

“ Yes, a little. I—I,” with a painfal blush, 


“don’t think Iam quite old enough to manage | 


her!” 

“No?” inquiringly. 

“Tam only thres years older than Laura, 
and I don’t think she respects me much, or is 
in any fear of me.” 

“No, I don’t think she is, from the little I 
have seen of her manner and conduct towards 

ou.” 

“I wish I was older. I am too young fora 

governess |” 
P “That is a fault you are mending every 
ay.” 
“Yes, but I can’t get old fast enough,” with 
& dolorous shake of the pretty ourly head, 

“Few women want to get old, I is quite 
@ novel idea.” 

“Few women are situated as I am!” she 
said, sadly. 

“Are you nob happy here?” he asked, 
i struck by the melancholy of her 

e 


“ Not very,” she replied, reluctantly. 

“Then why on earth do you stay here?” 
he asked, in the light, inconsequent way of a 
ricoh man, who can do exactly as he pleases, 
change his place of residence, his friends, hia 
ways and habits, as easily as he oan a five 
pound note, 

 Beoaugse I have nowhere elze +2 go to,” she 
responded, in a low tone. 

“Bat surely you could go as governess in 
some other place where you would be 
happier?" 

“No one would take me without a refer- 
08. Lt 


“You have Lady Desmond to refer to?” 
“Bhe would not allow me to refer anyone 
to her,” 

“Why not?” he asked in amazement. 

“I don’t know. Oaly once, when I wanted 
to leave, she told me I might go if I chose, 
but thatif I did go, and put her te the trouble 
of looking for a new governess for Cissy and 
Laura, that she would wash her hands of me, 
and never help me in any way,” which was 
sccounted for by the fact that Lady Desmond 
paid Raby ten pounds per annum, the wages 
of & narse. girl. 

“The old beldame!"’ muttered Raymond, 
irately. Aloud, he said, ‘‘Perhaps your 
ae Oe John is anxious that you should stay 


e “He is not my anole,” she corrected, gently ; 
only my second cousin. He has been very 
kiad to me, as kind as he oan be, bas-—" 
The grey mare is the better horse,” - in 
Rsymond, sarcastically. ‘I underatand, and 
allow me to say that [ feel for you deeply. If 
at any time I oan be of service to you, pray 
command me. My sister, I am sure, would 
be happy to help you. By the way, she has 
two youngsters of five and six, little rascals, 


Who sadly want a governess to keep them in _ 


order, for they are getting spoiled. You would 
jast suit them.” 

“ Not old enough,” she sighed, again shaking 
the bright head, dolorously, ‘ That is such 
& dreadfal drawback.” 

**Qaite old enough for them, They are 
little more than babies. You could all romp 
and play together. I will speak to Lady 
Marion about it.” 

a Oh, please, don't,” she implored, in her 
Sgitation, laying a tiny hand on his coat 
sleeve, that looked like a snowflske on the 
dark tweed. 

“Woy not?” he demanded, promptly 
possessing hiniself of the miniature digits. 

“Lady Desmond would be so dreadfully 
angry! I don't know what she would door 
Bay.” 

‘Lady Desmond seems to play the part of 
Ogress to you, Miss Anstruther. You are 
quite frightened of her.’ 

“ Yes, I think I am,” she agreed, seriously. 
_ “Weil, I won't say anything to Marion 
int “3 present ; and when will you some here 
age 2 " 

‘‘Ten'é it finished?" she queried, a little 
frightened look in her eyes as they dwelt on 
; thesketch, ‘I thought it was!” 

* This is, but I am thinking of the headless 
a in my picture. That must be worked 


“Qan’t you do it from that?” laying a 
finger on the pad. “i 





“Not so well,” he replied, diplomatically, | can 


= It is always better to work from the original 
; —the live model. One is able better to catch 
the right expression, the true colouring. You 
must be merciful, Miss Anstruther, and take 
pity on me. Will you? Come to-morrow, 
io?” and he leant towards her, with a per. 
suasive gesture, the bright blue eyes holding 
hers with a fascination she could not resist. 

“I will if I can,” she murmured, shyly. 
**Oaly sometimes I have to take the children 
out in the afternoon, and,” with an inquiring 
look at him, ‘I suppose it would not do to 
bring them here?" 

gE Well, no. I hardly think it would,” he 
a an amused smile playing round his 
ps. 

‘tT am not often alone, To-day Laura and 

, Cissy went to spend the afternoon with Mra. 
Hem le children, so I was free to do what 

| “Do you know,” he said, seriously, looking 
at her with a world of pity in the blue eyes, 

| “that I think you are nothing more than a 
little slave." 

| “Oh, not quite so bad as that!” she ex- 
claimed, though a hot flame of colour leapt to 
the delicate cheek and throat, and stang and 
scorched, for something in his words and 

' manner seemed to shame her, and reveal to 
her her miserable position as nothing before 

| had ever done, 

Little more than fourteen when her only 
surviving parent, a country clergyman, died, 
she had accepted gratefully the home offered 
by his first cousin, Sic John Desmond, and 

| mever having been used to riches, but accus- 
' ¢omed since the age of nine, when her mother 
died, to do almost everything for herself and 
' g great deal for her father, she had expected 
and been ready to work; while Lady Das- 
_ mond, reading the child’s transparent nature 
at a glance, took advantage of her innocence, 
| sweet disposition and willingness, and finding 
’ her educated far beyond her years, her father, 
‘an Oxford M.A., having crammed his only 
' child with all kinda of knowledge, installed 
her forth with as governess to her two youngest 
unruly children, and —— her as & great 
favour to have some of the elder girls inferior 
cast off gowns and things, and, after a while, 
yielding to Sir John’s frequently expressed 
wish, she gave the girl the magnificent sum 
of ten pounds a-year, and extolled her own 
wonderfal liberality regalarly every week, in 
case the unhappy little governess should for- 
+ it. 
oe had lived a very quict, yet po | 
happy, life in the old Cornish Rectory, 





the bondage and unkind remarks of the Des- 
monds, the absence of freedom and amnse- 
ment, the want of someone to love and be 
beloved by, weighed on the girl's naturall 
high spirits; and, though she became sesiguel 
from necessity to her hard fate, her eyes grew 

eading and wistfal, and the pretty lips wore 
@ melancholy look, and an ailing void grew in 
her heart which it seemed to her nothing 
would ever fill. 

Her hard task mistress was jealous of her 
superior attractions, and kept her as much as 
possible in the sachoolroom, only letting her 
appear in the drawiag-room now and then 
when the children did, or when she was 
wanted at the piano to amuse the guesta, or 
play for hours while they danced and the 
Desmond girls enjoyed themselves, and the 
hire of a professional pianist was saved. 

She had accepted her fate without a mur- 
mor, but now at Leslie Raymond's careless 
words she felt shamed and cruelly hurt. 

In @ flash it was revealed to her what a 
miserable dependent position hers was, how 
trammelled and chained she was. Without 
a home, without money, without a single real 
friend, and a little sob rose to her lips which 
she bravely strangled at ite birth, though her 
eyes smarted with the weight of unshed tears, 
and her heart felt heavy and sad. 

‘* Good-bye,” she said, in a low tone, hold- 
ing out her hand, “I must go now. I will 
come here to morrow or the next day if I 


‘* Thanks,” he said, pressing her hand very 
tenderly in his, and coursing himself for a 
brute and a fool for having said a single word 
to pain her. He let her go alone, 





CHAPTER IV. 


Taat was on'y the first of many meetings, 
Daring the next fortnight Raymond saw Raby 
alone nearly every day, sometimes only for 
five minutes, sometimes for over an hour, and 
always he took hia pad and pencils and pre- 
tended to be busy with his skescher, as it gave 
him an exouse for studying the sweet face and 
for pressing her to meet him, which he did 
time after time, though he had no definite 
object in so doing. 

Only he felt awfully savage when Wey- 
mouth chaffed him about the “little gover- 
ness,” and suggested that they should change 
their quarters. Take a ran up to town, or go 
to one of Leslie's country places, of which 
he possees2d two, a quaint old mansion abont 
two miles from his sister's house, and a 
shooting box in Scotland. 

He told himself that of course he was not 
in love with the poor child, that was & 
ridiculous idea. His heart and any affection 
he had to give her were bestowed upon Mrs. 
Van Tromp, had been for the last ten years. 

Naturally he pitied Raby. She was so 
young, so innocent, so lovely, and so shame- 
fully treated. He wished to make her life a 
little happier, to brighten it, to give her booka 
and flowers and chocolates, of which she was 
as fond as any baby, and so on. 

With such sophistry he calmed his mind, 
and quieted away twinges his conscience gave 
him, and went on mesting Raby, gazing into 
her dark eyes, listening to the sweet ringing 
notes of her voice, noting how swiftly the 
blushes came and went, making her happy as 
she never had been before, and experiencing a 
new sensation himself which was worth a 
_* income, as Weymouth laughingly told 
him. 

Raby had more liberty than usual, for 
Lady Desmond was engaged in endeavouring 
to bring her nephew Dick to the point of 
proposing to Miss Desmond, a task she 
thought was possible; for of late he had 
favoured Hamley Oourt every day with his 
preeence, and seemed abstracted and quieter 
than usual, a change from hia noisy 
demeanour, which the astute dame attributed 
to love, and rightly. 

Bat oh! it was not one of her blooming 
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daughtezs fer whom. he tighed, is was the 
litsle governess who-had teken. his fancy. 
Perhaps beowaee sho was small and delicate 
and dainty and qniex, The opposite in every 
wey from. himself’ ani hia highiy-sclonred 
cousins, and: also because se pointedly 
avoided him, despite hts monttary Asirsctions, 
and it was.a novelty for Disk to be wvoided by 
eny womaa. Ooadequensly, jie hited itas men 
always do like novelty, and determined to. 
aak her to masry hica as tite fises opportunity, 

This. anportanity dit nos offer. itset! ‘very 
readily. Bat.wt-ladt-oneatiornoon he waylaid 
her.ia the sta¥les going to:the foose:box where 
& sick spanish pup. wasslyiag, and etteriag 
with her.as.soon a3 her misistrationa to the 
sick anigisl.wers over ho merdlateiy pit his- 
back against the door and refased: to let her’ 
pass until she listened to tim. 

‘* Bast you can have nothing te say that! 
want to,hear)” sherexplaimed, half tergified, 
as she looked st his “flashed face and shising. 
eyes, for Master Dick had been drinking a 
little to inspire: his soul with Datch courage, 


and there was-romething in bis expre:sica | 


that. made her uneasy, 
‘* Yes, I thave,’’ he deotared, coaitlentially, 
“ something importans |!” 


“No, it- is: nos possible! Piers: les me 
pags,”’ and shelooked at-him inploringly. 

Bat the:leok only seemed.to inflame his 
ardour, for he esized. hsr hand, and heldit 
tightly betweon both hia, 

“Don't you know what it is?" he 
demamid, beading down to lock inio | tae 
sweet'face thay was growing rather white. 

‘‘No,mo. Letme gol” 

“Listen. I.love yor, Rabyj‘and I wané 
you to be my wife. Will you?” trying ito 
draw her close to him. 

‘Ob, no, no! You are talking nonsense. 
Let ms go!” endeavonring 40 ffee ber hands 
from his hot, tenasions dasp. 

* Fem imearnest{child.. Never-was I more! 
in earsest.. Gomme, Raby,eay ‘yer,’ Promise 
to be my 6wn dean listie wits, darling |’ 

“T couldn't. I couldn't, indeed,” she-zagped, 
pitifully, “ Ob, do please tetb: merge! ”’ 

“ Nosiuntil: you promise,” tightening hie 
hold of her-hands, snd jeaming dows till, his 
breath ‘redolent of brandy fanved ther check, 

‘‘IT can’t. I—I—don't love you,” ebe mur- 
mared, shtinkicg away from him in losthiag 
and terror. 

“Bat you will dateriom Promise tc try, 
Raby, to-try hard to love mei!ater om, and I'll 
let you go.” 

Raby: was nothing if not trushfol; bat her 
potition toher wasawinlk 8i awiul. In 
the grasp of a man she dislikad, his facercloss 
to hers; his hande prisoning hers, hie eamer 
words pouring ont hotly; empbasised by his 
flashed? face-and borning oyes, esca pa seemed 
impoesibie. Bhegava one despairing glance; 
The sick puppy ley moaning on the straw. 
At the-farther end there was a little windéw 
high up, and egress through the door was 
barred by Dick Desmond's stalwart figtre, 
only a lie\conld save her. 

“ Let me go and—and—I will—try!" she 
whispered, 

“There's @ darling!” he emoldinred, 
delightedly, releasing her hands, aud séezping 
aside, 

Swiftly she threw open the door, which 
flattened Laura, who had been eaveadropping, 
with a bang agaimet the wall, and fled ag fast! 
as she could ¢0 the safe retreat of her little 
room, There she sat trembling and blushing 
for some timo till she recovered her 
equanimity. An end to which she wag helped 
by remembering thas oo that evening there 
was to be a jittle dance at the Court, and 
that she had been ordered to hold herself in 
readiness to play valeaa, polkes, and galops, 
till the emadl bonrs. 

So getting op eha sponged the flathed face, 
combed ont the tumbled golden curis, and 
sitting on the.floor tarned-ont the contents of 
& drawer, and proceeded to look over her 
stock of finery. 


’ saw Liofera-staca i 





tdening overcome tossed aud shabby evsning 
Gresses, with a little air of didoontent, ‘I vé 


worn this piak so oftes; aud thisiblas; and the 


white dres# is shonkingty dirty, Bevides; 
every one who comes here muastkoow them so 


well, athey areicashofi'frooks, How I'svish 
'Lhad a.présty fresh gown 40 putiom!’ witha 


sigh as ehetthougitof Lostis Raymonh “I 


‘shall have to put on the biae, though itis se 


tus bled, and every ors bes seen it before. 


’ Hermust know it q tite’we!l. Wate loxary 


@ new gown! woula bs; like Lonisa shad the 
other day. Bat I must remember I-am only 
aipeer Jepsrtdént! '’ and-eke laughed'as lidtte. 
“« Yeo) anda very ungrstcinl one! ” snapped 
® voice behind her, sad turning round she 
ing jact dnsidedke room, “I 


| wonder you ate not ashamed of youtaelf, 


grumbling at everything. Yon're only a 
pauper, #till, I suppose what is gnod enough 


| for us, is not good exough for you. Me says 


paupers alwaye are uppise and: diceontented. 
{ wish’ I bad those lovely dresres,” eysiag the 
tossed finery fondly and greedily. 

“Taura!’ ejacalated Raby, in blank 
astonishment, when the torrent of abuse 
stopped for # morsent. 

Qh, you may" Lauta’ mei" went on the 
cbild, with a'freah “acosssten' of venom, ‘But 
I don’é care, I knowsliaboutis, I've found 
you out!” 

‘* Wiest dd you mean?’ asked the Jittle 
poverness, coldly, 

“Tikoow. I know. ll tell ma thst you 
wateilocked up inthe stable with Dick, and 
that-he was :bissing and loving you! '’ 

" How dare you?" gaeyed Raby. 

‘*Oh, I dot’s-care: I believeyou're setting 
your cap st Ma Raymond, Ma: said «she 
thought you wete yeaterday, abd I balieve you 
meet him.in the wood, and:Piftetli:ma!” 

This wae s chance shet; but’ it wdnthome. 
Raby turned:very white. 

‘*¥ou cam tell your niother any lie you 
like |” she said, lifting ber head pvondly, 
while a scornful smiie cumdd the sweet lips, 
“Oaly now, be good enough to go:out of my 
reom. Icdoinct wish you to be rude to me 
again!" 

‘‘ Will you give me that silver braceleé I 
want?” éeraandéd theencmy, pauting at the 
door to parley. ‘I won't tellma ifyou do!” 

** Certainly: not! Leave my room atonsce |” 
and Laura, meeting with firmer opposition 
thsn ehe hed anticipated, retired from the 


geene, 

Reby’s feelings can batter heimagiacd shan 
described, as she hurriedly arrayed herself in 
the ornmpled biue yown, pimned's spray of 
flowers in her bosom, and‘clasped on a quaint 
old silver braeclet; which kati belonged to her 
mother, the sole and only piece of jewellery 
she possessed. Tenrs she could not indulge 
in. Sho wae duerim ithe drawing-room, and 
musé not loiter; but she descended the wide 
stsircase, with her poor listle:heart, flattering 
pitifally, and a red spot burning hotly on 
either cheek. 

The ladies bad-alrcady left the dining.room, 
and Lady Desmond rezarded her stonily 
through herpinee.nes as'sheentered. But she 
walked quietly to.aseat in a corner neer the 
piano,and gat there locking ats huok of views 
until Louisa oame; amt orrered her peremp- 
torily to play a.valse, whichishe did, an@ soon 
the men came crowding iv,iend Dick nsade 
hia way at onee to her'site-and began talking 
to-her, the fesliog that there was ‘safety in 
& multitude,’ making her favour bim with ex- 
caedingly short answers which didn’t in the 
least discourage him, for he stuck by her site 
during sevetal dances, to Lady Desmond's 
intense indignation, which presently oul- 
minated in-absolute wrath, when she saw 
Raymond take hie friend Weymonth up to 
the piano, who appeared to urge Raby to get 
up, for-after'a while she rose, and ‘taking the 
Honenrshble’a arm walked away, and began 
dancing, actually began dancing when Wey- 
mouth played a vale. 

* Tae mink must be put in her place,” mid 


“ Which shell I pation?” sbei snit stoud, ; ther ladgebifi to bared’, ber shiccli ge :tbutting 


———. 


like trap, “ and wltert what dear Lanta tola 


nse too, te inypmience! I shall talk to her 
to-morrow,” aud alte fanaedhereel! vigorously, 


wwhile the angry light: in ber eyes grew 


etronger. 


Meanwhils: the “ minx” wae. drinking » 
deep’ draught of “ sweet sorrow," enjaying 
herself for the time being, and giving no 
thonght to the motrow, that treadfa! mortow 
when a cruel tronbdie world fall_on ker head, 
Not only had she a teeritie leotnre to facs at 
the hands of Lstly.Deemond, but worse than 
than that, her Priave’ Charming was going 
away. He had told her wo whem heurget ber 
to leave = pe itoerht of 2 saeelie tine 
i¢ was only the co : ar. 
tore whieh nérved her with sowregs to rise 
and take‘his arm. Yield herselfto¥he deltpht 
of being Held close to him, while he whirled 
her round the room, and whispered all sorts 
of nongenge in‘ her esr, 

Bhe wavin for aterrible seoldiag, she knov 
from her task mistrete’s stony face, 20 she 
thought she might as wellepjoy herself while 
she could, and face the donbie- storm: ort the 
mosrow, when he would go, and her lifé be 
a blank. 

How delightfal it. was, floating round in 
time to the musio, held up by that atroagarm, 
that clasped her so tenderly, She -felt ebe 
could ge on for aver, valsing to those senstons 
strains. Bnt at last they stopped, and. she 
stood panting and om little finshed, her hand 
resting on her partner’s.arm, her eyes brilliant 
wish a new joy, and yet shadowed by ‘the 
coming sorrow, 

Exquisitely lovelyrahe looked, despite ths 
crumpfed old gown and lack of oynameni:, 
the rofilsd-golden ourls. twining like tho ten- 
dtils of s vine round the delicate ears, white 
threat and low brow, and Diek Desmond 
having refrashed hia Datch conrags with 
sundry glasses cf ctampesgre, thonght: he 
would assert himeelf as a suitor whe ws 
likely to berloved in the future, and coming 
up to her he exclaimed in loud tones, the: 
reached Lady Desmond's ears, and simply 
electrified her with raga nud diemay. 

“IT gay, Roby, this isn’t fair, you know. 
You wouldn’t danos with me, and here you 
are dansing with Raymond, thongh after-tbe 
promise you made me this.afternoon. Ihave 
more right.¢o expect you. to danes with me. 
than with any other feliow! Haven't i 
now?” 

Raby shrank closer to Leslie’s side, and 
muttered something that was inandible to 
Lady Desmond. But shat enraged matron 
hed heard enough, With a demeanour cf 
icy calmness, she nose and spproacked the 
shrinking culprit. 

‘‘Miss Anstruther,” she said, in lov, 
cutting tones, ‘since you have lets your 
place; which is. at the piamo, you had. better 
retire to your own. room, We do'nos require 
you in the drawing-rcom any longer!" 

‘* That Misa Anstruther left the piano’ wes 
quite my fauis. I .assune ven, Lady: Do- 
mond!" exclaimed Raymond; eagerly, wish- 
ing to save the gitl from the conzeqnence 0: 
his imprndemse, ‘I pressed her io dance, 
She.did not want todoso, bat I woaid tate 
no refusal i” 

“Tam sovry, Mr. Raymond ‘to fiad,” 
returned the enraged parent of eix tamarrind 
daughters, ‘shat my governess needa aad bso 
a champion to defend her misdasds in one cf 
my gentlemen ¢trests,” and with a Avithoring 
look of seorm, which incladed Raby. and her 
two admirers, she swept back to her kof, 
while the poor child, white as Geath, orp! 
outiof #heroem, taking with her, if she bed 
only known dt, Leslie Raymond's heart. Fer 
in that minute of her humiliation anti trout's 
he-xealiced thatholoved hers That she wad 
the one and only woman:in all the wise 
world forhim, and that hehadonly “played 
at love with: Mre. Yam Teousp, for whom be 
bad never felt what he didfor this little weif 
and stray on thotronbled we ters ofan unkind 





world: . 
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CHAPTER V. 


Ar an early Lowr the next morning Lady 
Desmond dercended.to ika, scohoolrocm to 
Jecturs.and admonish Raby, bué early as che 
was Leslie Raymond had been before ker, 
cfiering help and comfort to the, little gover- 
ness, and bad only jask stepped cutsideron the 
terrace when hia hostess entered, aud without 
aceing, him,.immediately began the sitach 
opon her defenceless.victim. 

“] should like to know what you mean, 
mias,”’ she began, in awfalhtones, going close 
up to the pith and glering at her, ‘by your 
conduct of yeaterday ?”’ 

“Tam very: sorry; {dliczxod Raby, “if I 
have Cffended yon by dancivg.. Bai 1 am. so 
fond of d Soa 

You bad no business to pnb yourself on a 
par with my gael? deing euch.a. thing, and 
tying to inveigle Mr..Raymond into a.liason 
with you. It wasan igsaltio your. empliyers 
snd an impertinence, Bub. that doss; not 
matter so muoh. What want to-sek you is 
how you-dare set your eap,at my.nephew, Mz. 
Riobard.:Detmoné;.and make love in a-skame- 
less manner.to him ?’’ 

‘Lady Deamond!” exelaimed the girl, a 
red flame of hot colour soorching.and atimging 
her white throatand face. 

‘Oh, your may pretend.to be.a.sweet, inno- 
cent, and virtuously indiguamt, but I know all 
about your being shot wp: in the loose box 
alone withhim. You can‘t:deny it!” 

Raby remained silent, 


‘Now telyme,,prey, what you had-teaay to | 


Mr. Desmoud that could not be said openly 
and honeatly before.all people 7” 


‘‘T—had—notbing to.cay to.him,” she fal. | 


tered, 


‘ You mean to infer-that he had something ; 


to. say 20 you,eh?” 
Yes,” 


“Indeed! And-pray what was ii?” 

‘‘ T—I—don's-think I saghtto-tell |” 

“Really. Still 1.insist opom knowing, I 
can't allow. ® young: woman, who gets looked 
up slone with young men, and ceren's tell 
what they say to her, to assgviate with my 
pure, innocens darlings!” 

_ “Tt. was: netbing to be nahamed of,” sad 
ibe girl, lifting her. dainty head-proudiy, 

‘Tf not, teli ms -what he said?" 

“He asked ms to be hia wife!’ she 
responded, dn low. tones, 

‘His wife! His wifel” shrieked Lady 
Desmond, almost choked: with. rage. ot thie 
crumbling to pieges of hex santlca.in the.air, 
her cherished designs for keeping Hexley 
Court in thefamily. 'You—poa ainx! You 
viper! Youlowm, designing azeatnie | ~You— 
jou serpent’s tootiy!. J—I—gould kill you!" 
and.ehe shogkher. clenched. fiatain tbe sex nified; 
gitl's face, ‘' You knew.my dearest wish was 
for Dick t0-maary.one obbis nousine, and you 
have daredto.makg advances to him—dered to 
try and get him to marry you, and-——”’ 

“No, no,” interxupied. Raby, stang jinto 
defence of herseif by the injasties of this, 


accusation. ‘' Indead—indeed I did not, I’ 
— him. I told him I. couldn't marry | 
Im ” 


_ ‘You made him same. promise, I. heard 
him sy 60 last night!" cried the matron 
fariously, “ Bat yeu shall not stay here to 
keep it. Yousbeligol Do-you hear? I shall 
fOrn you .on® of the house, 1. will bave. no 
interference with my.matrimonial denigue! 

* Very well, I will go, Lady Desugond, since 

yOu Wish is,’ eaid Ruby, firmly, thongh she 
felt that ehe mugs -buxet into sears. at the 
dezolatenesa-of ber position. 
‘ “Ido. Wish it. You are nob a; fit. areociate 
‘OF my girls, and you shall not remain-ia way 
House, Be ready to leave it.in.an hoar's time, 
cr I'll torn yen outbag and baggege! I'linot 
bave you msking advances to Dick, and Wey- 
mouth, and Raymond, and every other aan 
thas comes here, nndersiand bat! ”’ 

‘‘ Lady Desmond," exclaimed Raymand st 
this junesure, ste in through the window, 
moved to indigna 


TSP white facs, quivering lips, and tear 
Hed eyes, “' will you allow me to say. word 
in defence of Mies Anstruther, as it is-partly 
my fault that she bas incarred your anger?” 

“No, I will nos!” exapped his bostese, for- 
getfal of good manmers, the conmmonesicanens 
cf politeness. inherxage. ‘“ Young: women jn 


‘heyechampionsintbesbeps of young men in 
yours,.and lef me warn you she isa designing, 
worthiees-creatuxe, one to be arcided!”’ 

"Oh! Lady Desmond, how can yonsay 
such dreadful things?” eaclaimmad the-gizl, in 
an agony. of shame and humiliation. 

“T can and will, and more;’’ and then 
folfowed.a-tirade of abose,. balore ihe indig- 

.nantmarnemaflomneed cut:of the room, which 
made the girl's ears.tingle, and her beart dia 
within. herfor very shame and horror. 

“Ive only. got you.iuto worse trouble by 
interfering,” .exclaimed Rayzaond, racfally, 
when they were alone; 

‘It doesn’s matter,” returned Raby, with 
& wan, pitifol:emile. ‘‘ Nothing would have 
made any difference, Lady Desmond meant 
me to go!” 

“She has.treated you abominably!" he; 
said, warmy. 

“ shall I-do? What can I do?’ she 

oried, suddenly, wringing her hands with a 

gesture fall of despair. ‘I have nowhereto 

goto, and nos a friend in the. world!" 

*' You: must: let:me be your friend,”’ be said, 
gently, taking her bandas india, ‘I shall do 
my best 40 repaiz the mischief I have done. 
You must come with me to my eister’s,’’ 





her, sho.was. in a very dejected mood as the 
ip crawled in, throngh the ledge gates; sur- 
mornted by a fion rampant and & gold.corone?, 
ang che.caughi the firet glimpse ofsthe house, 

“ Weloome to The How,'’.whispered Ray- 
roend,.as:he helped her to alight, pressing her 
trembling hand gently. ‘‘ Don's be. nervous ; 


;her-degendent position have no- business to lit will be all right. You will bs happy here!” 


Bat poor Raby felt anyshing ave beppy, as 
she féllowed bim across the marble hail into 
® Bart. of boddoir-morning-room, huzg with 
the paleat-sea grecn silk,and decked with all 
thoze pretty trifles women love. 

Here a lady was’ sitting—s very elegant 
vomen in along pink gown, with yards upon 
yards of gossamer-like lace on it, and whore 
face seemed familiar.to Raby. 

© Leslie, this isa surprise! '’ she exelaimed, 
rising, and extending her band, a faint, deli- 
cate fush rising to her face. ‘' And Mr, Wey- 
mouth, snd—” catching a glimpse of the 
little abrinking figure. 

‘Miss Anstresher,” pot in Raymond, 
‘‘Lady Desmond's governess, you-know ?” 

“Yes, I remember now. How do you:do, 
my dear?” extending her haad again, and 
smiling kindly ai Kugy, though the flush died 
Sway az eud@tolyas it had risen, and acurious 
loo of. mingled pain and inquiry, rose to: Mrs. 
Van Tromps lovely eyes. 

us — is Marion?” inquired ber brewer, 

t . 

ef She hes driven over to Lea,. but wall 
back at one to Inncheon.” 

‘ Howannoying! I waused-to cee ker.” 

“Anything particular?" ingmired tho 





“ Yon cannot stay here. You bave no place 
to goto, There ia no other aliernaiive,’ 

‘ She may refase.to receive me,’’ ' 

* That isnot likely, Marion is very kiad- 
hearted. The best woman in, the world, aad 
devoted.4o.me, She will receive any friend of 
mine with pleasure,” 

“Oh! I.dare not go! Wass would, Lady 
Marion shink?’’ with stearfal uplifting of she 
wistful orbs 4o-his, 

‘« T-ghail tell heriha whole story fzam he- 
ginning to end,” 

‘‘ She—she may think that I am to blame.” 

“Not likely. She knowa Lady Desmond 
and her tactios thoronghly well, Now ran 
and put your thingsinabag. Don’t give that 
terrible woman.a chance ofballying you again. 
I am going to speak ta Weymonth. Of course, 
I could not possibly stay here after what bas 
cooursed.”’ 

So, aftera while, Ruby.gave in tc his wishes. 
In truth, she did not know what.else to do, 
for. the sugdeuncss of her raeh mistress’s 
attack iad dazsd and bewildered her; and as 
she had said, abe-poesessed nob a friend in the 
world, and knew not where to go, and am hour 
later, to Lady Desmond’s unspeakable dis- 
gust and rege, abe drove cff inis fly from the 
village-with the Hexourable Leslie Raymond | 
and Courtney Weymouth, who looked upon it} 
fa & point of honour to. retire with hia friead, 
whom he had introduced to the Desmandsg, } 
and for whose,actions he considered himself, | 
in &® way, responsible. H 

Moreover, be was anxious to leave Hamigy | 
Court, for two sestons, In the first: place, | 
Helena Desmond, the third daughisr, had 
been. alarmingly affectionate during the past; 
week, seeking to loiter with him in shady | 
nooks. and secluded corners, out of sight and 
heaning.of other folk, and looking love un- 


« Bat,.bow can 1? We are strangers.” 

















widow, sinking back: in a,.gracefal, luxurious 


: fashion in the chaise longue trom whieh ehe had 
| tisen on their entrance, 


“No. Oaly,”’ with a alight perceptible 
hesitation, “ Wiss Ausérother is going to 
remain here fox, ike presen,” 


‘* Yee. 

Mrs. Yan Tromp was far too-well bred:to 
inguire why, or.to show outwardly the dis. 
may which entored in and. took-possession of 
ber soul; bat she undersiood in. a moment 
that.Leslie had constituted himself the girl's 
champion in some quarrel or unpleasantness, 
and that she bad load hia heart for ever; and, 
with the usual inconsistency of women, she 
began at.once to ardently desire what war 
beyond her reach. 

‘' IT will eee Dennis: about a room,” and, 
going out, he ealied loudly for ‘ Denniz,’ the 
old housekeeper, who had dandiledithim in her 
arms when he was aninfant, and.gave her his 
orders, for all the world: as thongh he war 
mastereol The How. And to ali intents. and 
purposes be was, for Lady Marion was & 
widow, and her brother epomt mare of his 
time ‘at The How than be did st his own 
place, and was obsyei by tke servants, who 
regardedihim in the:lighs of a néaster. 

Alter a while, whan Raby was up in the 
lexariously appointed. room Dennis had 
hastily prepared for .her, asd Weymouth was 
out om the terrace exjoyiug a cigar, Raymond 
went back to the morning-room, and going up 
to Mrs. Van Tromp, leant over the back of 
her chair, F 

‘* Isabel,” he said, roffling the fair ourle 
that lay on ker brow-wish a light touch, “I 
want you to do something to please me!” 

“Do you? What ia it?” she responded, 
quietly, but she moved a little so that he 
could not play. with, ber hair. 

“J. want you $0 betsiend sud be kind to 


utterable at him; and secondly, Raymond | that.poor ohild.I bronght here to.day.” 


had imvited-him-to The How, knowing Lady 
Marion would.welcome him warmly, he being 
one of her: favouriter, and as Weymonth’s 


‘* Miss Ansteather 2?” shersaid, slowly. 
‘s Yes.” 
* Ja.it nok a curiens. thing to ask me to be- 


divinity, Mra. Van Trorp, was there, he was | friend her?'’»quesied the widow, A BAT CASbIO, 
eager -to. avail himself of theinvitation, whieh 


smile curving ber lips. ‘‘ Would it not be 


would enable him to be under the same roof | better to enlies. Marion'a sympathies 7” 


with the woman he loved—‘‘not wisclyybat 
too well," i 
Raby was.ina futier of paiofrl excitement 





the sight of Ruby's | though-her companions. did tleir best to cheer 


during the drive; plainly showe by her 
trembling bands,,and varying colour, which 
ebanged.from red to white now and then, and 








“T intend to do that too if possible. Bat L 


Want yours alro; Bel.'’ 


“ Why ?” she inquired, with-an uplifting of 
the.delicately-pencilled brows, 
*‘ The child. has not a-friend..in the world; 


nors pexny. if Marion dows not receive her 


she bas nowhere to go 40, amd’ that fiend in 
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female form, Lady Desmond, has turned her 
out of Hamlsy Court without paying her the 
quarter's salary dae, ani deolines to allow 
any lady to be referred to her, because that 
lout, Dick Desmond, wanted her to marry 
him instead of favouring one of his cousins 
with hia attentions.” 

“Well?” 

Mrs. Van Tromp was rather frigid, and 
Leslie's heart began to sink. 

“ Well,” he went on, “you oan surely see 
the miserable fate that lies before her? She 
is as innocent as a baby, knows nothing of 
the world and its wickedness. In less than 
six months, if turned adrift, she will be 
utterly lost. A suicide or something worse. 
It is from this terrible end that I want you 
to save her.” 

“How canI?” Isabel's voice trembled as 
ahe put the question, 

“Marion is easily swayed and inflaenced. 
You are her greatest friend. She thinks very 
highly of your opinion. She will ask you 
what you think about retaining Miss Ans- 
truther as governess to the boys. Isabel, I 
implore you,” kneeling in his anxiety on a 
cushion by her side, and laying his hand on 
hers, ‘‘ to use your inflaence with Marion, to let 
the ohild remain here. My requests you have 
always retased,” he went on, gently. ‘Bat 
aa thie is the last one I shall ever make you, 
will you try, for the sake of the pact, which 
has, I believe, been dear to us both, to comply 
with ii1?"’ 

Fur some minutes Mrs. Van Tromp re- 
mained silent, not because she wanted to, but 
ecauze she was utterly incapable of speech. 

To her it was a terrible, trying moment. A 
crisis in her life, and a painfal one. Here 
was the man she had refused, more than 
once, and whom she knew now she loved with 
all her heart and soul and strength, on his 
kaces beside her pleading with her for the 
sake of another woman. 

Oa, it was horrible! She felt as though 
she must get up and scream. Her delicate, 
nervous hands were convalsively interlaced, 
her teeth fixed themselves in her nether lip, 
her bosom heaved convalsively. 


‘* He that will not when he may, 
When he will he shall have nay.” 


Soe had had her chance and lost it, and : 


now she was having “nay,” and it was the 
bittera3s moment of her existence; bat by a 
Supreme effort she conquered her emotion, 
and gaid in a low tone,— 

‘Yes. If you think I oan do any good.” 

“IT am gure you can. Thank you, dear 
Isabel, a thousand times, You have lifted a 
heavy weight off my mind. But I knew I was 
right in asking your he!p. You are different 
from most women, More noble, more dis- 
interested. You have none of the petty 
weaknesses or failings of your sex. You are 
above jealousy and envy, and will help the 
child I am gure, and be « true friend to her,” 
and lifting her hand he pressed hia lips on 
it by way of showing his thanks, while Mrs. 
Van Tromp felt as though she woald faint, 
and made her escape tc her own room as e00n 
a3 possible, 


CHAPTER VI. 


“A ice contretemps/" exclaimed Lady 
Marion, entering her friend's room an honr 
or so later without ceremony, and too much 
engrossed with her brother's escapade to 


notice that Isabel looked white and worn, ' 


and every hour of thirty. five. 

“ That goose Leslie has brought the prettiest 
oreatare in the world here. A mere baby, 
with golden hair and big brown eyes, and the 
andasious fellow actually wants me to keep 
her a3 governess to the boys!" 

‘And why shonolda’t you?” inquired Mra. 
Van Tromp, languidly. 

‘Way shouldn't I, my dear?” exslaimed 
her ladyship, regarding the other with widely- 
opened eyes. ‘‘ Why, in the first place she's 
too pretty by half. A lovely girl, and——” 


“TI know. I have seen her!" put ia the 
widow. 

* Exquisite, isn’tshe? Waata skin!" 

‘ Yos, satiny petals of a flower, and all that 
kind of thing,’’ responded Isabel, with a touch 
of sarcasm she could’not help. 

‘Yes, traly. In the second place, I know 
nothing whatever about her; and thirdly, it 
she has lived with Lady Desmond, I shall 
have that fary down upon me as soon as she 
hears I have sheltered and befriended her run- 
away governess! "’ 

“Tf!” echoed Mea. Van Tromp. ‘D2 you 
donb: then that she was at Hamley Court?” 

“No.o. I heard they had a vory young girl 
a3 governess there, for some few years past.” 

‘* Mr. Weymouth can tell you all about it, 
and if it will satisfy your scruples I can add 
my testimony. I saw her when I dined there 
a short time ago, in an old white frock and a 
biae eash, locking like an angel!" 

‘Oh, you saw her?” 

“Yes.” 

** And what do you think I had better do 
about her? I really is too bad of Leslie to 
place me in such a position!” 

‘IT should engage her as governess to Roy 
and Bertie,” rejoined Mrs, Van Tromp, 
quietly, true to the promise she had given, 
though she felt inclined to get up and shriek 
out, ‘‘Send her away! Send her away at 
onos, and never let Leslie see her again, or he 
will marry her. She will be his wife, and I 
shall be miserable all the days of my life! "’ 

‘an that really what you think best for me 
to oO ” 


else you can do." 

‘No?’ inquiringly. 

‘No. They say she has not a friend in the 
world, nor a penny. You cannot send her 
adrift to starve, or take her own life!” 

Ms, child! I suppose she is very deso- 
te?” 

"OI course she is. Come, Marion, let your 
good nature triamph. Engage the girl as 
governess, or I shall have to take her as com. 
panion out of pity, and then my life will be a 
misery to me!’ 

* Woy?” 

“ Firstly, beoause I don’) want a com- 
panion, being company enough for myself; 
and secondly, becau:e all the young men will 
be running after her, and making iove to her, 
, to win a glance from those beaux yeux of 

hers!"’ 
‘Yes, I suppose Leslie is épris, and that's 
why he brought her here. I wonder does he 
; mean to marry her?"’ 
; _ Possibly,” ejaculated the widow, coolly, 
though the mere thought of such a thing made 
, her heart pain as though it had been stabbed 
| With a dagger. 
| Why didn’t you take pity on him and 
, marry him, Bel?” sighed her hostess. 
; My dear Marion,” rejoined the other, with 
; unwoated abruptness, ‘‘you know very well 
, that nothing will ever tempt me to marry 
again 1" 

“IT am very sorry to hear it. You and 
Leslie would have got on beautifally together. 
You were made for each other! "’ 

‘' Ob, nonsense! We should have quarrelled 
abominably; and now don't you think you 
ought to go and see how your charming little 
guest is getting on?” and when Lady Marion, 
taking the hint, left the room, Mrs. Van 
Tromp locked the door, and, throwing herself 
on a couch, buried her face in the silken 
pillows, and gave way to a storm of sobs that 
| shook her slender frame from head to foot, 
Bhedding bitter, scalding tears for that irre. 
coverable past, that which was lost, which 
gu never be hers again all the days of her 

e. 

Yet, notwithstanding these tears, when she 
swept into the drawing-room just before 
dinner, she looked as pale and calm as usual, 
and her toilet being a carefally chosen one, 
and worn with all her inimitable grace, made 
her look, if possible, more nt and high- 





. bred than usual, and she formed a striking con- 


“Yes. I don't see that there is anything | hi 





ene ¥ 


trast to poor Raby in one of the tumbled 
echool.girl white frocks, who had nothing save 
the bloom and freshness of extreme youth to 
give her an advantage over this fiaished 
grande dame, who had every art and triok at 
her finger’s ends by which to win the heart 
and admiration of man, and still in Loslie's 
eyes there could ba no comparison between the 
two women. 

One was his own shy little darling, all 
blashes and timorous confasion, the other the 
society belle, who had coldly refased the offar 
of his hand and affection. 

Dinner was 4 trying affair for Raby. Indeed, 
the whole evening was an ordeal, though 
everyone was extremely kind, and tried to 
make her feel at home and at ease. 

Is was better after dinner when her little 
pupils came down to make the acquaintance 
of their governess, and plied her with no end 
of questions, as to whether she could play 
tennis or cricket, and if she could rig a boat, 
or kaew how to cut out paper dollies, that 
would walk along of themselves if lighily 
blown, and so on, and she was glad when it 
was time to go to bed, and sobbed herself to 
sleep on lace-trimmed pillows, and in such a 
luxanious nest that it seemed a pity to use if 
as a bedroom. 

Raby got on very well with Roy and Bartie, 
and before a week was over the boys became 
passionately fond of her, and would hardly let 
her out of their sight for a minute. In fact, 
they monopoliced her time to such an extent 
that Leslie found it almost impossible to get 
a word with her alone. It was Raby avoided 


m, 

She was deeply, intensely gratefal to him 
for having brought her to his sister's house, 
for having procured her a home, and such a 
luxurious, pleasant home. Yet at the same 
time she was a little afraid of him. S10 was 
not quite such an innocent as she had been 4 
month ago. Some of the bitter horrid things 
Lady Desmond said to her opened her eyes, 
She began to understand that girls angled 
shamelessly sometimes to entrap & man into 
proposing to them, and after the accusations 
made against her at Hamley Oourt, she went 
in fear and trembling lest anything might be 
imputed to her with Leslie. She had lost one 
home through a man’s attention, she waa 
determined that she would not lose this, 
would not leave the little children she had 
learned to love so dearly by any fault of her 
own. So she studiously avoided Mr, Ray- 
mond, and when she did meet him in places 
where she could not avoid him, was con- 
strained and formal in her manner. 

Thie did not suit the young man atall. He 
was of a somewhat passionate nature, and he 
was infatuated about her a and her 
shyness with him only spurred himon to wina 
declaration of love from those sweet, shy lips, 
to feel the clinging touch of the white arms, 
and the rapid pulsing of her heart as he held 
her near. 

He waited for an opportunity long in vain; 
but at last, one evening, when the moon wad 
shining bright and clear, he saw a slender 
white robed form, descend the steps to the 
lower te and pause beside a rosebud to 
gather some fragrant blooms. In less than 4 
minute he was at her side. 

“A lovely night, is it not?” he began, and 
she, turning with a start, saw that he wai 
beside her there on the lower terrace, where 
no one could see them, where at that hour of 
the eveninz they were virtually as much 
alone as if they had been on a desert island. 

Yes," she murmured confasedly, 
nervous hands plucking at a scarlet rose, and 
scattering its scented petals on the marble 
terrace 


“ I don’t wonder at your coming out to pick 
ww ot lay destroy them when they aré 
P () e ” x 

“I don't know!” she faltered, som sthing 
in his voice and manner making her tremble. 

‘* Haven't you been cruel to this poor, 
harmless blossom?” laying his hand lightly 
on the little fingers shat held the remnants of 
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jhs flower. ‘'I believe,” with a laugh that 
was w trifle hoarse and constrained, ‘ that 
you would jast as goon tear a fellow's heart 
10 pieces, even if you knew he loved you very 
much. Be cruel to him!” 

“Oh, no, no!" she exslaimed, impulsively, 
raising the gazelle-like eyes to his shyly, in 
whose soft, dark depths the moonbeams 
lingered lovingly. ‘‘I never would be cruel 
to anyone who cared for me willingly!” 

“And yet,” he told her, deliberately and 
pointedly, ‘* you have been most unkind to me 
since you have been here!" 

She gave him one swift, questioning glance, 
but remained silent. 

“You have avoided me on every possible 
oosasion,"”” he went on ruthlessly. ‘You 
won't speak to me aniess you are absolutely 
obliged to. You woa't sing to me. You 
won’s even look at me." 

«I—I am sorry,” she faltered, covered with 
ooafasion, blashing divinely, looking most 
lovely in the clear, pale light, her long black 
lashes sweeping the softly crimsoned cheeks, 
she gentle night wind roffiing the silken curls 
on her forehead with a butterfly caress. 

“Show me that you are sorry,” he said, 
hoaraely, his face looking flashed and excited 
as he bent over her. 

“How?” she asked innocently. 

For a fall minute he stood silent beside her, 
his eyes devouring the exquisite beauty of the 
gwees, young face, 

She was co near him, so temptingly tanta- 
lizingly near. He had only to loose her hands 
aod draw her into hia arms, to feel her heart 
beating against his, and he longed ardently to 
hold that slender form to his breast. 

“Don't you know?” 

She shook the golden head without locking 


a e 

ye Then I wili show you! Kiss me!” and 
the next moment his arms were round her, 
and he was holding her crushed up against 
him, as though he never meant to let her go 
again, while he pressed passionate kisses on 
her eyes, her hair, her lips, her throat, mar- 
prey wild broken words of love, and 

slight, 

For a while, Raby, dazed and astonished 
by the suddenness of his embrace, lay passive 
ia his arms, feeling the furious beats of his 
heart against her bosom, and his passionate 
kisses on her lips, as though ina dream, Then 
suddenly she tried to tear herself from his 
arms. Bat he held her fast. 

“ My love, my wife, don’t try toleave me!” 
he whispered. 

“On, anclasp your arma! Let me go!” 
she oried, pressing her hands against his 
breast, and trying to push him away. 

“No! Why should 1?" he asked, smiling 
down into her flashed, troubled face. 

“ You must! You must! Please let me go!” 
she implored. 

_“T don't think I shall ever let you go again, 
little wife!” and he stooped his head to kiss 
her lips; but she turned her head aside to 
avoid his caress. ‘‘Unkind!’ he murmured. 

“You—you must—not kiss me,” she 
faltered, in @ very low tone, and with the 
sound of tears in her voice. 

“Raby! Why not?’ he asked in surprise. 

“ It—it—is not—right! ” 

“Not right, child, for a man to kiss the 
pes he loves, who is going to be his 

ie?” 

“ Bat—I—am—not—going 0 be—your 
wile!” she managed to get ae 4 

“Raby!” he ejaculated, dismay and 
Sstonish ment visible on hie face. 

P “No, Mr. Raymond!” she went on more 
rmly, 

“And why pray. Have I been mistaken in 
you? Don’s you love me, child?” and very 
pe age he put his hand under the dimpled 
sroahled face we . 4 childish 

8, t 
eyes be loved’ sc vying 0 look into the dark 
She was silent. She could not tell a lie, for 


she did love him onl 
pesoe of mind, Only too well for her own 





“Answer me, dearest. Ig that why you 
won't be my wife?” he said, very gently. 

‘Ob, T cannot, I cannot!’ she sobbed. “I 
am nos your equal. People would say such 
cruel things, like Lady Desmond did.” 

**Confound the old beldame !" he muttered 
angrily to himself; ‘her unholy inflaence 
may spoil my whole life.'’ Aloud, he said, 
‘Ia that your only reason, Raby?" 

** Yes !” she assented, feebly. 

‘© And you won't let me be your lover!” 

ee with a dreary shake of the golden 
curls, 

‘Then, of course, I must not hold you in 
my arms any longer!” releasing her, ‘‘and I 
apologise for having kissed you. Bat I 
thought,” and here his voice trembled just a 
little, ‘“‘ that you loved me, that you would be 
my wife, so will you forgive me, dear?" he 
asked, humbly. 

‘Yes, oh, yes, and Mr, Raymond,” laying 
one small hand timidly on hia coat sleeve, 
‘“‘ you are not very angry with me, are you?”’ 
looking at him with unconscious fondness. 

“ Angry, child? No. If you don’t love me 
you can’s help it, Oaly—zmy life’s hope seems 
to end to-night,” and he turned and walked 
away, and the girl stood gazing after him; 
tears rising unbidden to her eyes, and coursing 
down her pale cheek3, erstwhile crimson with 
the passion and fervour of bis caresses, and 
then she, too, turned and went slowly up the 
marble flight of steps, and atill more slowly 
along the terrace above, for her heart was 
heavy, and her step languid; and she felt 
there was no happiness in all the world for her! 


CHAPTER VIL 


Lesi1z Raymonp did not leave his sister's 
house, despite his rejection by hia sister's 
governess. He continued to remain there 
long atter Courtney Weymouth, and Mrs. Van 
Tromp had flitted northward, the latter with 
& promise to soon retura, and amused himeelf 
fairly well, riding, fishing, and after the first 
of Auguat shooting. 

He saw Raby every day. Sometimes for a 
few minutes only. Sometimes for several 
hours, and though he by no means avoided 
her, at the same time, he did not intrude hia 
attentions upon her. He was playing a wait- 
ing game. He felt, knew the girl loved him, 
her wistfal glances, and the downward curve 
of the sweet red mouth ever since the night 
she had refused him, betrayed her, if twenty 
other signs had not. 

He had not decided to make her his wife 
hastily, He was no fool, though, when a man 
is in love, he is often apt to be a fool. No 
matter how wise he may be on other occasions, 
he hadn’t any of the personal pride usual to 
his set and order. 

He might be an Earl some day, ran a very 
good chance of being one, and he thought 
Raby fit in every way to be hia Countess. 
She was a@ lady, born and bred. She was 
well-connected, and certainly she possessed the 
aristocracy of beauty. 

‘*Qaly—would she marry him? She had 
a large share of pride it was evident, and 
would that master her love in the end? He 
often pondered over this problem, as he sat on 
the lawn, pretending to read the lines of a 
sporting gazette, but in reality watching his 
shy litele love, as she played and frolicked 
with Roy and Bertie. 

Those were her happiest moments when she 
was romping with the children. At dinner, 
at which meal Lady Marion generally insisted 
upon her appearing, and in the evening her 
eyes would look wistful and sad, her lips were 
& melancholy droop, and asthe weeks sped on, 
the rosebad hues of her cheek gave place to a 
lily whiteness. 

Leslie was uneasy about her ; yet, of course, 
he could do nothing, only wait antil that 
uncertain ‘ fate’ gave him the opportanity for 
which he longed so ardently. 

Oae bright September afternoon, as he came 
out on the awa, gun in hand, and dog at heel, 





he found the swo little boys playing together 
at ball. 

“Waoere is Miss Anstruther?” he 
demanded, abruptly ; be had seen her with the 
children not balf-an hour before playing. 

‘** Gentleman's came for her, and she's done 
away with him,’ announcad Bertie. 

‘Gone away!'’ he echoed, a sudden 
horrible fear tightening his heart-strings, a 
fear that some unknown relative had ap- 
peared suddenly and claimed her, and that 
she had left The How for ever. 

“Yes,” explained Roy, glibly; ‘‘ gone on to 
the terrace down there,” nodding hia curly 
head, and stretching out a small pink fioger. 

Leslie's eyes followed the direction of the 
finger, and there on the marble terrace amid 
the statues and rosebushes and the huge white 
vases, filled to overflowing with bright-hued 
geranuiams, wai Raby walking up and down, 
and beside her, talking earnestly and re- 
solutely, was Dick Desmond, attired in cords, 
tan gaiters, a peaked “‘batcher's"’ cap, and 
light coat, in fact, the attire usaally adopted 
by well-to-do men in the country. In his 
hand he held a hunting whip, and every now 
and then he emphasizsd his words with a 
flourish of it. 

Leslie uttered an oath. A good, broad, 
unvarnished oath, regardless of the proximity 
of his little nephews, who looked at him with 
widely.opened eyes and parted lips. 

In & moment he took in the situation, and 
knew that “horsey Dick" had come to plead 
his suit again, to urge Raby to marry him. 

d as the young man stood shading hia 
eyes with his hand and watching them he did 
not wonder at the uncouth lover's earnestness. 

Raby wore a soft white gown of dainty 
make and material, one of Lady es 
presents, which trained out a little way be- 
hind her, and added grace and dignity to her 
petite figare. In her waist belt was a knot of 
creamy roses, and a few more nestled amid 
their green leaves at her breast. A large white 
hat, a mass of cobwebbdy lace rested on her 
bright curls and threw a shadow over the 
lovely eyes. Her tiny hands were gloveless, 
and in one she held aloft a white sunshade, 
with a further adornment of creamy roses. 

Very sweet and winsome she looked, enough 
to attract any man and make him mad with 
love; and after a long, long look Leslie gave 
vent to another oath, then wheeling round, 
tossed his gun over his shoulder, whistled his 
dog, and strode off to the woods, hia usually 
placid temper roffi:d immoderately. 

The sun was reddening all the western 
heavens when Raby at last god rid of her 
unweloome and pertinacious lover, giving him 
& final and flat denial, telling him she never 
would, never could marry him now or at any 
future period, and speaking with so much 
decision that at last her worda carried con- 
viction with them and left her lackless wooer 
without so much as a shred of hope. 

Tnen, when she had seen him mount his 
sorrel mare and ride off with a very dejected 
aspect, she turned away from the house and 
strolled on, hardly knowing what she was 
doing or where she was going, only she felt 
she could not go in and face Lady Marion or 
her brother while her face was still flashed 
with the blushes passionate and unwelcome 
words had oalled to her cheeks, 

She felt upset and annoyed and thoroughly 
miserable, and longed to go somewhere and 
hide her wretched little self from all eyes. 

Bhe loitered about aimlessly in the fields on 
the brink of the wood for the bess par‘ of an 
hour, and then slowly began to retrace her 
steps, when suddenly she heard the crackling 
of twigs, a rustle, the report of a gan, anda 
short, sharp ory. 

Like a flash of lightning she turned, and 
there on the edge of the wood was Leslie Ray- 
mond leaniog against the trunk of a tree, 
holding his hand to his right side, from under 
which trickled a stream of blood, while his 
dog stood at his feet howling dismally. 

In two eprings she. was at his side. 
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“ Are you huri? Oh! are you hurt?” she 
cried, agonisedly. 

** Yes,” he gaid, slowly, in a faint, faraway 
voice, “My gun went off getting through the 
hedge, and thei charge iy in my side." 

‘What oan Ido?" she exclaimed, drawing 
outa scrap of cambriv and holding it to his 
side, 

“If you don’t mind,” he mouftered, still 
more faintly; “ going—to the honse and— 
getting atsitance—and——"” and then he 
reeled and fell at her’feet. 

With a terrible cry she threw hortelf beside 
him, thinking he was dead—or dying, and 
pillowing his head on her breast, kissed him 
frantically, calling on him by every term of 
endearment to look up and speak to her, 

Fora moment his lids lifted ianguid?y, and 
the blue eyes, not bright and gleaming as 
usual, but dim and misty, looked tp into hers, 
then they closed again, and his deathly face 
grew = shade more ghastly, and she knelt 
there dazed by angtieh trying mechanically 
to staunch the wound with the tiny bit of 
cambric, which was already eaturated with 

lood as well as her hands and white gown, 
and on the smooth, green eward hic heart's 
blood dripped forming a little pool. 

She remained in her uathinking, terrible 
sgony gazing downat him for fall minute, 
hearing the tunmlsuons beating of her own 
frightened heart, then laying him down 
gently on the sofs turf she tore up to the 
house, when she neared iv shouting with all 
her might. 

One of the gardeners fortunately heard her, 
and guessed something terrible‘had happened 
from her ensanguined dress-and hands. 

‘*Mr, Raymond has met with an accident ! ” 
she gasped, hoarsely. “ Bring men to carty 
him to the honse! Send—for a dostor. 
Qaick— quick, he will bleed to—death—he 
lies in Lower Mead, wear the wood," and 
then, not waiting for a word, ete tured and 
flew back to that ghastly fizcre, and Kneeling 
once more beside him, piltowed bis herd ten: 
derly on ‘her’ bosoni. 

It seemed like ayes to her befcre help came, 
though in reality the gardenere, and men 
servants accompanied by Lady Marion and 
her maid came in a very shors tite, and 
bound his wound rooghly with strips torn off 
& tablecloth, the only thing the men could 
think of in their fright and harry, and then 
he was lifted gently on a hurdle, and carried 
to the house, Raby followfng, her faco scarsely 
less pallid than that of the wonnded man, her 
dress emirched and bedrageleti, her eyes wide 
open and full ofthorrible misery and fear. 

In an incredibly short time the doctor 
arrived, and on examinipy the wound pro- 
nounced if serions,, bat not necessarily 
dangerous, unleds the lors of blood continued 
or complication arose. With what a thank. 
tal heart Roby heard his opimion, and how 
humbly on her kneee, she begged Heaven to 
epare her love, to give him back to life, and 
health and strength, anf’to her. His danger 
had opened her eyes to the great love she 
bore him. She knew now how incomplete 
her life would bs without hin, and she 
blamed herself’ bitterly for‘having been ornel, 
and cold, and unkind’ to him. 

Her prayers were anewered | 

Atter lying in a precarions condition for 
three or four days ee took a turn in 
the right direction, and began to mend efowly. 
Bat, owmg to the loss of blood he had 
sustained, his recovery was necessarily a slow 
one, and the leaves in the wood ahowed all 
she orspge, purple, rasset, and bronze tints of 
autamn before he was moved into his eister’s 
boudoir, and propped: up with pillows, pre- 
pared to receive @ visit from Ruby, whose 
eves were hangry for the sight ¢! hidi. 

Lady Marion, attermakinghim comfortable, 
left the room, and tol’ Ruby to go in, a per- 
mizeion of which she availed’ hereelf eagerly, 
though she felt shy when she enconhterc? 





once more the direct inquiting gaza of hie! 
blae eyes, no longer dim and misty, bat’ 


shining with some cf their old merry 
brilliance. 

“ Are you feeling better to.day ?’ che asked, 
timidfy, standing by his side, and relin- 
quishing her hand to his clasp. 

“Very much better, thanks. I shall get all 
right now,” he added, significantly looking at 
the sweet downcast face, 

“ T hope you will!” 

*Sare I shall, It wae dull work shut up in 
niy bedroom, but now that I can get in here 
i shall expect you'to devote sil your time to 
me, and amuse me!”’ 

“T will do anything I can,” she replied, 
earnestly, raising a very lovely, and very shy 
pair of eyes to his, for she could not but think 
of those kisses she had bestowed on him when 
she believed him dying. 

“'Toat's right. Iam glad you are not con- 
tumacion:!”’ 

“ What ehall I do?” she queried, very 
meekly. “Shall I read or sing?” 

‘* Neither, thanks! I want you to talk to 
me, Sit there,’ intlicating = footstool at the 
side of the conch. ‘‘That ig better,” as she 
seated herself, and he ran bia fingers coolly 
through her clustering golden curls, a pro- 
ceeding that made her blush to the tips of her 
little shell-like ears, 

“Now, Raby,” he went on, fixing his eyes 
relantlesely on the fair, blushing face. ‘I 
want you to tell me if something is a dream 
ora reality! Jast after that confounded gun 
went off and I shot myself, I thonght you took 
my head on your breast, and kissed moe, and 
called me your darling! Now, child, tell me, 
was I dreaming?” 

“No!” she murmured, her face, glowing 
like a damask rose. 

“If you kissed me then, when you. thonghié 
it was all cp with me, why don't you kiss me 
now, when you know lam going to live and 
can enjoy it much better?” he inquired, 
pertinently endugh. 

“I don’t Enow!" she managed to ejacutate. 

“Neither do I! Well, suppose you fry! 
Suppose you put both your arms round my 
neck? Both mind, one. won't be enough, and 
kits me, and.say Leslie, I love you, now ard 
always till déath parts us |" 

For @ moment she hesitated, the colour 
coming and going swiftly in her sweet, cengi- 
tive fase, then’ she looked at hint, and’ az her 
eyes met his, he murmured “ darling,” and 
then-—? Why, then she put both her arms 
round his neck, and Inid her fresh, young lips 


on his murmuring,— 


“ Leslie, I love you, now and always till 
death parte us!” 
(THE END.] 








FACETIZA. 


Hz: ‘' Miss Searp hae a very fine voice.” 
She: “No wonder. She grinds it so much.” 

Ir is surprising how mawy triala we go 
through and come ont on’ the other side alive. 

Tae origin of the dog's cold nose is said 
to bave happened in the ark, when Noah took 
the dog’s noze to stop a leak, 

To the end of the world the most delighifal 
people will be those who mind their own busi- 
ness, 

Asrrrant: " What is the clef. requisite for 
& young lady entering the literary field ?"’ 
Editor: “ Postage stampa’ 

Tae man who thinks the boy who lives 
next door to him is a good boy has not yet 
been found. 


* Farner, what is the commencement at 
avllege?” “It ia the commencement of the 


‘studeat’s realisation of thefact that the world 


was not made for him exolesivety, my boy.” 

Misrrees (trying on one of her new gowns) : 
‘Norah, how does this dress fit?” Norah 
(without looking ap): ‘‘ Not very well, ma’sm, 
I found a little tight under me arrums.” 





A umtte boy whose sprained wrist ha 
been relieved by bathing it in whisky eur. 
prised his mother by ssking, “Did paps 
sprain his throat when he wae a boy?” 

“Sue: “How much do you love me?" 
He: ‘More than I tell, Why, I couldn't 
love you more if everyone of thoze freckles 
were @ gold piecs,”’ 

“You will ask papa, will you nob? O; 
must i?" ‘On, I bave seen him, Fact ip 
ke made the suggestion that it was bons tinm 
for me to propose.” 

Wartzr (#0 happy-looking customer): 
“Well, sir, what ia it?’  Happy-looking 
customer (spontaneously): ‘' Boy — eight. 
pounder—finest in the land! Looks like me, 
too.” 

“You bad boy, you have’made ® grease epot 
on the new sofa with your bread and butter,” 
said Mrs. Fizaletop to her son Johnny, 
“Never mind, ma, you can sit on it when 
there is company in the parlour.” 

“I novcur shia broad-brimmed hat to keep 
the light out of my eyes,’ Bhe said, oonfidingly, 
“ Nothing can do that," he answered, gal. 
lanily, and the world revolved on ita revular 
twenty-four hour-a-day syftem jagt as usual, 

Domestic Economies —Mietréas: '' Bridgot, 
why don’t you sweep with the new broom?” 
Bridget: ‘‘ Sure, mem, the room was éo dirthy 
Oi thought Oi’d use the owld wan a toimo yit 
an’ save th’ new wan.” 

**How beautifully your daughter plays,” 
said Mrs. Peterby. The music ceased at that 
moment. The door opened and a German 
professor eaid ; ‘' Pefore I finishes tuning dot 
piano I vanis mine tollar and a half,” 

He: “* What would you say, darling, if } 
shouid teil you that you can never be mine?” 
Sane: “I would shy, pet, that I've got a nice 
handle of your letters that would help to make 
it-expensive for you,” 

Mr. Otpunor: “I want’an exgegement-ring 
of appropriate-design.” Jeweller;  Whatdo 
you think of two Kearts in rubies?" ‘‘ Won't 
do, There's only one heart in this tranesc- 
tion. The girl is marrying for money.” 

Customer; “ This pround coffee, you say, is 
perfectly purée?”  Asietint: ‘* Perfectly, 
ma’am.’ “Castomer: “ Tien how does it 
hseppen you cell is cheaper than the aground 
ccffee?” Astigtany: ‘ Er—nte’ant—er—”" 

Amateur Antist: “I should like to prezent 
the last picture I painted to some obsritable 
institution. Now, whith would you yecom- 
mend?" Cruel Lady Friend: * Tae Bind 
Asylam.” 

A caver old. gentleman who did not like the 
way hia landlady'’s daughter bad of making 
free with hia bair-oil filled the bottle with 
liquid glue {be dayrbefore a bail to which she 
bad been invited, and she stayed at homs. 

Aunt: “ Didn't you.ges another tbrashing 


‘in school today?” Johnny: ‘ Yes, indeed | 


did; but it didn’t hurt a-bit.” Anns: ‘' Did 
you ery?” Johnny: ‘Yee, I bellered like 
everything; but I only did it 0 humour the 
teacher.”’ 

Gzst: “I am not going te pay you for that 
horrible music.” Organ Grinder: ‘'I don’t 
ask you to pay for the masic. I throw that 
in for nothing, but I want psy for turning the 
handle of the orgaw. J am a labouring m2, 
and deserve to be paid for my work.” é 

Wairrr (looking in‘on a noisy oard party it 
Hotel bedroom): “I've been sent to sek you 
to make lees noise, gentlemen. The gentile. 
man in the next room says he dan't read. 
Host of the party: “Tell him hesagut to bs 
ashamed of himself. Why, I could read when 
I was five yeare 018.” 

Brier: “ Why @eyou stind out there leok- 
ing at this house? Broker: ‘' Admiting if. 
It was built by typewriter industry.” “ Type- 
writer! Tost reminds meI want one; they 
come pretty high, don’t they?” ‘Sonts 
kirds, My lavt investment cost mfe five 
thousand.” “ Whew! Was it’ oaligraph? 
“No; breach of promiee.”’ 
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Tur question of the gailor has seems satis. 
tactorily eetiled. There ia quite a rage for 
the new shape, which is more becoming than 
the old, and more fally trimmed. 

Ar a recent ball given by Mre. Edison at 
Menlo Park the music was tured on frcm 
phonographe. 

Queen Mananenita of Mealy ig credited with 
a fondness for the Hebrew jangusge and 


literature, and with marked preficiercy in | 


both. 

“A HALF DOZEN Veils 40 one bonne,” say 
the Pariy’ modistes—black net embroidered 
with rogebuds for the street; pale lilac and 


manve tints of the finest meshed net for the | 


theatre; white and grey for dey wear, with 
fancy toilets. 

Prixcess Beatates prefers to be addressed, 
spoken of, and written about as Princess 
Henry of Battenberg. 

Tne Empress of Rueria is a charitable snl 
almegiving woman, who is neterally bright, 
clever and joyous, and whe, were she not 
always haunted by she fear of dieaster, would 
be one of the most cheerfal ladies in the 
world. 


Tne Emperor Williara does not appscoiate | 
elaborate and ocarefully.arrsoged -dioners. | 
His Majesty prefers plain amd sobdstantial | 


dishes, and bas«mo taste for “ hickvhaws.”’ 
The Emperor's favourite beverage ia beer: 

Wuen you fiad aman or woman of mature 
years who is remarkably well preserved, it ie 
& man or woman who hav a goodJy supply of 
sugar in his or her disposition. 

Tue girl with a bilious orsaliow sompiexion 
cecomes & rich jaundive yellow when she pate 
light green, orange, tan, or black against ber 
face; and the pale git] who. attempts to wear 
erey becomes ashen. 

Narorron blue, a greyish tint of blue, is cne 
cf the colotra ofthe season, like the sint of the 
hero's'gréatcoat, though ‘there ate disagresable 
people whoinsiat that the coat was only ordinary 
pepper and salt that:no woman would wear. 
The tint is*patticnlarly becoming to blondes, 

Tue Cabul' correspondent of ihe [shore 
newspaper declares that the Oatnl ladies are 
pronounced in their tastes for Haropesn dresa, 
and quite recently the Ameer’s obief queen 
Was twide seen riding oulwith her lady friends, 
on horseback, ail the fadies having, Hogtish 
hats and capa sbove dhoir burguae. Ii all 
this is true, “Abdar Rahman cannot be £0 
averse to Western ‘ways as is made ont. 

_ A DANCING MAN ‘faye that during & waltz a 
ball.room betlé will go Bix sites réund a 
moderate-sized ball-room of eighty, yard in 
circuit. Tet) them, isfour hundred. and eighty 
yards if she went in aline, But she is furning 
nearly all the tiie, say on an mvéiege, Guce 
io each yard of onward progress, and the 
circumference of ‘a oircle being rather more 
than three times ita diameter, this ‘will bring 
each waltz to over three. quarter® of a mile, 
or at least, fdurteen miles for the eighicen 
walizaa, 

_ A raron of black-court plaister on the face 
ia likely to be a summer whim, The patch 
Was invented-by comé Qacen envious of the 
mole on & peasant girl's cheek. It attracts 
tke eye to a charm it might not note. Atten. 
tion ig oalled to the delicate texture of the 
ekin, to the rose tint thas flashes. ii, ox ite 
milky purity. Perhaps you are Jacky enough to 
have a little mole on the throat or néck. it 80; 
and that mole is a retiting, pale, and no- 
sccount mole, juat paint is » niee deep brown 
and laugh at te patches. A téoch of iodine 
will colour it. 

Tue Prince Regent of Bavaria bes decided 
to give up the regency of the kingdom and his 
rights to the Crown, to which he ie ‘iter after 
the death of the actual King, who, owing to 
hie mental debility haz only the name of one. 

1 consequence, the Regent's eldest son, Louis, 
Will be looked upon ag the direct heir, 





STATISTICS, 


Tue income. of the P, and O. Steamship 
Company exceeds £2 500 000 per annum, 

Tree times as many herrings are con- 
sumed as any other kind of Ssh. 

An cculist cays that scarcely one in twenty 
of watchmakers snffer from weak eyes. 

Ox'the West Coast of Afrion a young wile 
can, it is said, be bought for 60 000 “ cowries ” 
(£2 83.) 

It has been reckoned that if the whole 
ocean were dried up, all the water passing 
away as vapour, the amount of salt remaining 
would be enough to cover 5000000 square 
miles with a iayer one mile thick. 





GEMS. 


Wuetuer I shail bo unfortunate depends 
on others; whether I shall be unhappy 
depends only on mytelf. 

He who gives in time of need, though small 
the gift, has.done a great good, as if ib had 
| been as ‘‘ broad as the earth, and ag rich as 
Heaven.” 

Tr you are disquieted with anything, you 
| should consider with youreélf: Is the thing of 
that worth, that for it I should so disturb my- 
seif and lose my peace snd tranquillity ? 

A Lavy is civil, puta the awkward man at 
his ease, turns away the wrath of an angry 
one, does not Fun over you in the street, or 
scold in & loud voice, or, descend to angry 
repartee, or turn people out of her pew in 
charch. 








HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


ote 


Mostarp for inttant dees should be mixed 
with milk—to which a little thin créam 
should be added, 

Hixts,—New tins should be ses over the 
fire, filled with water, for come hours before 
Using them, 

Goosenenny Jam—Zhtee pounds green 
gooseberries, five breakfast cups cold water, 
five pounds sugar (preserving). Top and tail 
the bétries' and wath them. Pat them into 
the jelly pan with the water and sugar, and 
boil steadily for one hour. The jam will 
become beautifully red and haves delightfal 
flavour. 

Revcsars SHontTcans.—Mix togathsr one 
quart of sifted flour, one tablespoonfal of 
butter, one ball. teaspoonful of salt, and two 
teagpoonsfal of baking powder. Add snfficient 
sweet milk to ‘toake a soft dough. Roll out 
into two cakes one quarter of an inch thick, 
and bake, Then #plit and spread with'stewed 
and sweetened riudarb. 

Omeret.—Allow one egg for each person; 
two eggs minke a stmitall omelet. Beat the eges 
well till light, season with pepper and calé avid 
& spoonfal cf finely choppsd chives or stfallot 
and parsley; put s litfle butter in.a pan, and 
when it is meited and bot put'in the eggs, etc., 
and fry. When the under site is colonred and 
the top is sbeat the comsistency of scrambled 
ogee, élip it out of the pan ¥nto a hot dish, fold 
it ovér, and serve at once, 

Sweprsn Jetiry.— Cover a kinckis of veal 
With water; let it boil slowly with one onion, 
ore carrdt, ore smal? heat of celery, until the 
meat is ready to drop from the bone; add one 
teaspoonful of sali and one salsepoontal of 


black pepper. Mineo: the ment very fice and 
retutn it to the liqttor, which must first bs 
dt¥ained ; let it beil.up once, and pour it into 
a mouid. A large mkauckle requires two 
| quarts of water, a small one three pinty. 
| Wine and lemon-jaise improve it. 





A rounn of phosphorous is sufficient to tip 
one million matches, 

Common house. flies are believed to live some: 
times as long as five yesra. 

Tux British flag floats over one-sixth of the 
population and one-sighth of the surfses of 
the habitable globe. 

Prope generally are what they sre madh 
by education and company between the ages 
of fifteen and twenty-five. 

Sxin diseases were suppossd to be otred by 
an application composed of pounded claws of 
crab;, lobsters, andoyster. shells, 


Tue ordinary watch gives 116 144 000 ticks 





durings year. This information is farniehed 
| by tae Jeweller’s Circular, 


| Won an Irishman speska of his “ fader 
; and moder” he is guilty of nothing more than 
i talking older English than we are accustomed 
,to hear, ‘ Worschipe thi fader and thi 


moder’ says Wyoliffe’s New Testament, 


| Besrpes keeping dogs to watch cver camps, 
| the German army is training them ta hnuut for 
| seldiera hidden in the woods and fields, eo 
| that afier battle the wounded may be found 
| and brought in. 
| Dr Ontver Wenpetn Horues believes that 
| boay and mind are both effected by the cha- 
| racter of food consumed. ‘' An exciuzively pork 
| diet gives a bristly character to the beard 
and hair,’ and too much food from the sea 
; gives the shine and motions ofa fish. 

Tar averege weight of'an ostrich egg is from 
| 24 to 34 pounds, equal to twenty. five or thirty 
} hen's eggs, while they are fully as good, in 
| fact the flavour is said to bo more delicate. 

One egg will make an omelette for twenty 
| people, and, with the proper quantity of milk 
| and flour, eighty pancakes. 

A xew industry that is flourishing in Brezil, 
is the distillation of paraffine from a peculiar 
kind of peat, whioh is fotind in great beds. 
This peat is rich in pareffine, and the distilled 
product is need in the mantifactute of candies, 
Some of the beds have been worked. to great 
depth, bus there ia no evidence of the ex- 
haustion of the supply. 

Tarre sre hopes of introducing the niagic- 
lantern as‘ means of signalfing‘atsea. Wien 
so used, the lantern will be oilled the “ Laci- 
graph.” Is will have slides in the shspe of 
stencil platea, each with a letter or figura out 
in it. The soreen is a flag stretohed in a con- 
spicuous pars of the ship, on which the letter 
of the slide isiprojested. By thehelp of glaeseo 
the distant ship reads the'lefterg. 

Ir i¢not generally known thats consideratle 
trade ia still carried on between ite Linoola- 
shire Fens and Covent Garden Market in 
snails, They are sold af sixpence a quart, 
and it is said “that in the manufactare of 
cream they are much employed, bruised in 
milk and boiled,’ A retired milkman pro. 
nounced this plan the moss snecessful inita- 
tion possibis. 

Witarn the recollection of Jiving men there 
were thousands of people who believed that 
the tonch of a dead mmrderer’s band was a 
cure for wens. Until ag recently as 18324 
men was executed at Brighton forthe murder 
of his wife, and directly after the drop a poor 
woman, siffering from a wen was lifted up on 
the soeffold an et in contact with the 
hand of the just dead criminal 

Certain animals have teeth which grow 
daring ali their lives. Phorat and the equirre) 
are examples of this. Oar own teéth sre 
devoloped from pulps; which sreabsorbed and 

‘disappesr after the teeth are grown, but ina 

rat’s tooth she pulp ig p , 904 is con- 
tisually secretingmaterial by which the in- 
cleor gains length. Thertfere the smimal is 
obliged to graw #ll'tHe tim to Keep'thse tooth 
ground down to the proper length. 
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ROTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


4 Bansreap Lasstz.—We do not know the tale, 


Sana M.—The Married Women’s Property Act affords 
her complete protection. 


Do.tiy.—There is no cure for stopping talking while 
asleep. 


AntTacr —You have no further claim. The document 
you signed was an acquittance in full. 

Gonsrant Reaper.—There fs no remedy. It is consti- 
tutional, and you must make the best of it. 


Two Torxs —1, Abdul Hamid If. 2. The head of the 
O\l man Empire is the Sultan of Turkey. 


Tae Squire —Lord Byron was born in London. His 
father was E .glish ; his mother Scottish. 


Bast. —We would not advise you to go to law with a 
powerful railway company for such a trifle. 


Lavy Rosz.—Oonsult the clergyman of your parish. 
We do not know of any home which would be suitable. 


Jack's Love. —The 2nd Battalion Seaforth Highlarders 
are with the Hazava Field Force in Bongal at present. 


Aanes —If you allow your husband to live with you 
again the separation order will cease to have any effect. 


¥Vistcs —You can change your middle name, if 
wisb, without offence to the law or the human — 


Nervovus.—A medical journal asserts that the applica- 
tion of hot water will prevent fainting. 


A Constant Reaper.—You cannot swear to the stones, 
unless they have some marks on them by which you 
can identify them. 


ae fe F 
na e nen 
refer to is Scotch. » F ’ _ 


Drvow Lap —The word “shire” merely means 
*‘eounty.” In the cases you mention, the addition is 
dropped by common usage. 

D. James —Uniess by agreement, the servant may 
} uae to finish the ordinary day’s work before 

ving. 


Marrsa.—Only the person who has deposited the 
money can withdraw it from the Plst Office Savings 


Woaaizp Onz.—The allowance would cartainly be 
juem and tke husband would havea good case for 
vorce. 


Tumuy.—The charge of the Heavy Brigade at Bala- 
Clava was led by Brigadier-General Scarlett at the head 
of the Scots Greys. 


Worker.—Brothers cannot be made to pay anything 
whatever on t of a brother in a lunatic asylum. 
They are not Hable in law at all. 

A Victim.—There is no cure. Avold heavy meals 
shortiy before going to bed, and do not ie on your back. 
Keep your head high. 

Gountry Boy.—The Albert Memorial, opposite the 
Albert Hall in London, erected in memory of Prince 
Albert, is on the site of the Orpatal Palace of 1851. 


One Wao Was Turre —Monaco is the smallest Inde- 





‘pendent state in Europe. It has an area of about six 


aquare 


Pvor Janz. —The cost of things “accidentally” broken 
cannot be deducted from the wages, unless there is an 
agreement to that effect. 


Vuxcent.—The Hnes, “‘ Waen the drums shall cease to 
beat, and the battle-flags be furled,” &)., are from 
Tonnyron's " Locksley Hall." 

Tompoy.—Lord George Sanger fs the gentleman's 
name, not a title at all. Why he should have been so 
named we have no right to know. 


Gassy.—We have had no experience of type-writing 
machines ; and it is obvious that in no case could we 
recommend particular makers. 

Ienorant.—The chief orders of English architecture 
are the Norman, Early English, Decorated, Perpendi- 
cular, Tudor, and Jacobean. 


Te..ter.—The word, which is adapted from the 
French, may be properly pronounced either ‘‘ baccara” 
or ‘‘ baccarat,” but the latter is the more usual. 


Tavine It On.—Indfarub>er cement Is not easy to 
make in small quantities. You can get ft ready-made 
for a few pence at any of the water-proofing shops. 


Tirrzo Jam —You may obtain all information with 
reference to emigration by wri to Emigrants’ 
Information Offive, 31, Broadway, London, 8. W. 


Pozz_zp.—It is impossible in a few words to define 
the area of the “' Black Country.” It includes the towns 
— villages specially identified with the working of 
ron. 


Lavpiz.—There is no work on the subject of your 
inquiry. You can only acquire the knowledge you 
destre by working in a factory where the instrument 
named is manufactured. 


Bonny Jamiz's Jsante.—l. If your freckles 
constitutional nothing will remove them. The jaice 
& water-melon is the best thing we know of. Rub your 
face frequently with a fresbly-cut slice. 2. Young 
ladies do not seek love:s. They should wait to be 
asked. Four or five years hence will be quite soon 
enough for you to think abont love making. ~ 
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Partre.—A tradesman cannot be compelled to sell any 
particular article to any particular customer. 0! course 
the customer may refuse to have any other, and go 
to another shop. 


Tur Eart.—l. Telegrams to or from Canada cost 1s. 
per word. 2. The length of time they take in coming 
depends of course on the number of they contain, 
but ten minutes is required for every ordinary message. 

Deznver.—You would be required to act In accordance 
pamgh ny TA! be Sod bd 
are. Some clubs are very partiicular about age; 
they are bound by their own rules. , 


Oanary.—The name Ooliseum is probably derived 

the vast aize of the celebrated amphitheatre In 

Rome, though some have thought that it was so-called 
from a colossal statue which stood near !t. 

Dick.—There is such a thing as a “perpetual 
calendar” obtainable, and in ‘‘ Whitaker’s Almanack” 
there is a table of dates which will enable you to make 
up any calendar you destre. 

His Morner.—A soldier cannot now be transferred 
from one line regiment to another without having a 
brother to claim him. This rule came into force three 
years ago. 

Cc. C. C.—Ben, or ben-nut, is a fruit from which an 
oll, called oll of ben, is extracted. It fs much valued by 
rua. and watoh-makers for {ts sweetness and 

al . 


A Reaper —So far as fs at present known, the first 
= who kept a record of the weather was Walter 

erle. He did so for the years 1837 to 1344, and his 
manuscript on the original vellum still exists. 

Festus —A magistrate alone has power to order you 
to put away your dog, and if the animal is usually quiet 
it would be a monstrous and unheard of thing to order 
its diemissal because it barks on a Sunday. 


A QUESTION. 


As Annie wes carrying the baby one day, 
Tossing aloft the lump of inanity— 


And Sam gave a wink, 
Of the girls I'd rather hug you than the baby!” 


“ Now kiss It!” she cried, still hugging it closer, 
** It’s mouth's like the roses the honey-dee sips!” 
py ty hd Dl ee 


chanced to arise a confusion of lips. 
And, as it occurred, it t have been, maybe, 
That each got a kiss—Sam, Aunte, and baby ! 


It’s hard to tell what just then was the ma'ter, 
For the baby was the only one innocent there ; 

And Annie flushed up like a full-blown , 
And Samuel tarned red to the roots of his hatr. 


Anraim —Neuilly, France, 
residence of Louis Philippe up 
Revolution of 1848 Is suffered severely during the 
reign of the C»mmune in 1871. It is noted for its 
picturesque well- wooded suburbs. 


Ix Dovst—That part of the ancient territory of 
burg, is a epen 
{s the queen of the Netherlands (Holland), who is styled 
Grand-duchess of Luxemburg, in consequence. 

&xcTcuer —Artists’ canvas is the material on which 
most oil patntings are made. Before it is usually 

- oe See — 
or of white lead, which, w until its 
surface is smooth. It is also nculiy cuutinel on 
wooden frames of the siz of the picture. 

VotuntEesr —On July 9. 1881, above 52,000 volunteers 

wed by Q at Windsor. This 


a 
| 
: 
: 
BE 


cro achievemen' 
of the volunteer movement.” In the following month 
the Queen reviewed about 40.000 Scotch volunteers at 
Edinburgh. 


Growine OLp.—The hair generally turns grey at the 
points in young persons. As soon as this is ved, 
it should be cut regularly once a fortnight, and brushed 
at least three times a day, fo a quarter-of-an-hour each 

ly bard, penetrating brush. The 
nutritive matter, it is said, will then be made to flow 


vented. When persons become 

change at the roots. Similar treatment will, however, 
be found beneficial in these cases also, if resorted to in 
time. Asa rule, all hatr-dyes should ba avoided. 





now ‘in rf ts in Aus 
tralia and South Africa, Q weensland and West 
Australia, to Cape and Natal. Miners, na 
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